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Po E T $ have oſt' declared, in doleful ſtrain, 
That o'er dramatic tracks they beat in vain, 
| Hopeleſs that novelty will ſpring to ſight ; 

For life and nature are exhauſted quite. | 
Though plaints like theſe have rung from age to age, 
Too kind are writers to defert the ſtage ; 

And if they, fruitleſs, ſearch for unknown prey, 

At leaſt they dreſs old game a novel way; 

But ſuch lamentings ſhould be heard no more, 

For modern taſte turns Nature out of door; 

Who ne'er again her former ſway will boaſt, | . 

Till, to complete her works, fre farts à gboſt. SA 1 
I ſuch the mode, what can we hope to-night, | 

Who raſhly dare approach without a ſprite ? 

No dreadful cavern, and no midnight ſcream, 

No roſin flames, nor e'en one flitting gleam. 

Nought of the charms ſo potent to invite 

The monſtrous charms of terrible delight. 

Our preſent theme the German muſe ſupplies, | 

But rather aims to ſoften than ſurpriſe. 

Yet, with her woes ſhe ſtrives ſome ſmiles to blend, | 

Intent as well ts cheer as to amend: e 

On her own native ſoil ſhe knows the art 

To charm the fancy, and to touch the heart, 

If, then, ſhe mirth and pathos can expreſs, 

Though leſs engaging in an Engliſh dreſs, 

Let her from Britiſh hearts no peri] fear, 

: But, as 4 STRANGER FF find a — here. 
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ACT I. 


SCENE I. A high mad, a town at a diſtance A ſmall 
inn on one ſi de the road — A ccttage on the ther. 


ke LanDLORD of the inn lead Acataa by the hand out 
us houſe | 
TY 


8 


N O, no! no room for you any longer It is the I 


to day in the next village; as great a fair as any in the 
German dominions. The country people wich their 


vives and children take up every corner we have. 
Azatha. You will turn a- poor fick woman out of 
doors who has ſpent her laſt farthing in your houſe, 
Lndord. For that very reaſon; becaule ſhe kas ſpeny 


| her laſt farthing, 


Agata. Ican work. 

Lan ard. You can hardly move your hands, 

Agatha. My Rrength will come again. 

Landlord. Then von may come again. 

Agatha. What am I to do? Where ſhall T go? 
Tandlard. It is fine: weather you may go any where. 
Azatha. Who will give me a morſel of bread to ſatis- 


fy my hunger? 


Landlird. Sick people eat bur ute. 

Agatha, Hard, unfeeling man, have pity. 

Landlord. When times are hard; pity is too ex 8 
for a poor man. Ak alms of the different FEY that 
go by. 

Agata. Beg! I would rather carve, 


— 50, 
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Luwaicrd, You may beg and Rarve too. W hat a fine 
1ady you are! Many an honeſt woman has been obliged 
to beg. Way ſhould not you? (Agatha ets down upon 
4 large fe #2 under a tree.| For inſtance, here comes 
ſomebody; and I will teach you how to begin. | 4 
Country man, Nin tor. ng tools, creffes the road. | Good 
day, neighbour Nicholas. 5 

Cuntryman. Good day. Steps. 

Landlord. Won't you give a trifle to this poor woman? 
( Countryman takes no nitice, but walks f.) That would 
not do— the poor man has nothing himſelf but what he 
gets by hard labour. Here comes a rich farmer; per- 
haps he will give you ſomething. 


Euter FARMER. 


Lanalurd. Good morning to you, Sir. Under yon 
tree fits a poor woman in diſtreſs, who is in need of your 
charity. 


Fermer. Is ſhe not aſhamed of herſelf? Why don't 
The work. 


Landlard. She has had a ferer.—If you would but pay 


for one dinner 
Farmer. "The harveſt has been but indifferent, and 


my cattle and ſheep have ſuffered by a diſtemper. / Exit. 
Landkrd. My fat, ſmiling face was not made for 
| beggin ng: you'll have more luck with your thin, ſour one 
ll 


leave you to yourſelf. ©. e. 
[Agatha riſes and come: forward. | 


Agatha. Oh, Providence! thou haſt till this hour 


2 me, and haft given me fortitude not to deſpair, 
eceive my bumble thanks, and reſtore me to health, 
ior the fake of my poor ſon, the innocent cauſe of my 
lufferings, and yet my only comfort, (kneeling ) Oh, 


grant that I may ſee him once more! See him improved 
in firength of mind and body; and that by thy gracious 
| mercy he may never be viſited with afflictions great as 
mine. (After a pauſe. Protect his father too, merciſul 
Providence, and pardon his crime of perjury to me! 
Here, in the face of heaven (fuppoſing my end approach- 
ing, and that I can but a few days longer ſtruggle with 
want and forrow 9 here, 1 ſolemnly forgive my educer 


| 
' 
| 


* 
— 
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tor all the ills, the accumulated evils which his allure- 
ments, his deceit, and cruelty, have for CORE years paſt 
drawn upon me. 


Enter a Canary Girl with a baſket. 


Agatha (near fainting.) My dear child, if you could 
ſpare me a trifle — 


Girl. I have not a farthing in the world Hut I am - 


going to market to fell my eggs, and as | come back III 
give you three-pence—And III be back as ſoon as ever I 
can. ( Exit. 

_ Agatha. There was a time when 1 was as happy as 
this country girl, and as willing to affift the poor in diſ- 
treſs. [ Retives to the tree, and fits down. 


Enter FIDIA mM is drefſed in à German ſoldier's 
uniform, has a knapſack on his Shoulders, appears in high 


firits, and i: ps at the door of the inn. 


Fredrick, Halt! Stand at eaſe! It; is a very hot day 
A draught of good wine will not be amiſs. But firſt let 
me conſult my purſe. [Tates out a couple of pieces of money, 
which he turns about in his hand.) This will do for a 
breakfaſt - the other remains for my dinner; N in the 
evening I ſhall be at home [Calls out] Ha! Halloo! 


| Landlord! [Takes nctice of Agatha, who is leaning againſt 


the tr:e.) Who is that? A poor ſick woman. She don't 


beg—but her appearance makes me think ſhe is in want. 
Muſt one always wait to give till one is aſked? Shall I 
go without my breakfaſt now, or loſe my dinner? The 
firſt I think is the beſt. Ay, I don't want a breakfaſt, for 
dinner time will ſoon be here. To do good fatisfies both _ 


hunger and thirſt. [Gong towards her with the money in 
kis Rand.] Take this, good WOman. 


[ She firetches her hand for the gift, looks ficdfa fily at Tim, . 


and cries cut with aſteniſpment and i q. 
Agatha. Frederick ! | 


Frederick. Mother | (with amazement and 4.7 DE, 
IS, 


Mother! For God's fake what is this! How 1s 
_ why do I find my mother thus? Speak? 


8 $ 4 - - . 0 * 
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Agatha. I cannot ſpeak, dear ſon ! (Riſing and em- 
bracing him.) I y dear Frederick! The Joy is too great 
—] was not prepared 
Frederick. Dear mother, compoſe yourſelf: ( leans her 
iead egainft his treat) now, then, be comforted. How 
ſhe trembles! She is fainting. 
Agatha, Iam ſo weak, and my head ſo giddy I had 
| nothing to eat all yeflerday. 
( | Frederick, Good Heavens! Here is my little money, 
* take it all! Oh, mother! mother! (Runs ts the 2 


Landlord! Landlord! ( knocking violently at the decor.) 
Landlord, What is the matter? | 


Frederick. A bottle of wine—quick, quick. 
Landkrd. (Surpriſed) A bottle of wine! For who? 
Frederick. For me. Why do you alk? Why don't 


you make haſte? 

. Landlord. Well, well, Mr. ſoldier, but can you pay 

for it? | | 
Prederick. Here is mONey—MAKE hafte, or il break 4 

every window in your houſe. mo * 
Lendird. Patience, patience : * . J. 


9 Frederick (To Agatha.) You were hungry yeſterday 

| when I ſat down to a comfortable dinner. You were hun- 

gry when | partook of a ſupper. Oh! why is fo much 
bitter mixed with the joy of my return? 
Agatha. De patient, my dear Frederick. Since 7 

you 1 am well. But I have teen very ill: fo ill, thatT 

8 | | deſpaired of ever beholding you again. : | 

ö | — 1 1:1, and I was not with you? I will, now, 

& | ever leave you more. Look, mother, how tall and ſtrong 

= I am grown. LThele arms can now afford you ſupport,— 
_—- They can, and ſhall, procure you ſubſiſtence. 


* 


5 —— ee. va the * 4 i 


| 3 1 Re | [Landlord coming cut of the og with a ſmall pitcher] 


. Here is wine—a moſt delicious nectar— 
| ſaſide) It is only Rheniſh, but it will pal for the beit 
= | 5 old Hoc 
"= | " Frederick ( rattles ſuatching the pitcher. , Give it me. 
x ” Landlord. No, no; the money firſt. One — and 
two Pence, if you pleaſe. | 


Y 4 V | * . him money] 


— — — — 


* g : , * * 98 . 2 3 * r 
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Frederich, This is all I have. — liere, here, mother. 
Nile for drinks Landlord counts the money] 

Landlord. Three halfpence too ſhort! However, one 
muſt be charitable. [Zxit Landlord, 

Agatha. | thank you, my dear Frederick - Wine re- 
vives me Wine from the hand of my fon gives me almolt 
a new life. 

Frederick, Don't ſpeak too much, mother. —Take your 
time. 

Agatha. Tell me, dear child, how you have para 
the five years you leit m2 

Frederick. Both good and bad, mother. To-day plen- 
ty—to-morrow not ſo much And lometimes nothing at 
2ll. 

Hat da. You have not written to me this long while, 

He dir. Dear mother, confider the great diſtance I 
was from zou! And then, in the time of war, how often 
letters miſcarry.—Beſides, 

Auth: No matter now I ſce you. But have you ob- 
rained your diſcharge? 

Broderick, Oh, no mother] have leave of abſence 
o for two moaths; and that fur a particular realon,— 
wat I wil not quit you fo ſoon, now I find you are in 
want of my @: Hitance. 

Agata. No, no, Frederick; your vifit will make me 
ſo well, that {1 ſhall in a very ſhort Ume recover itreng:h 
to work again; and you wall return to your regiment 

when your furlough 15 ezpir Þut yeu told me leave of 
ebſence was granted to you 555 a particular rea ſon. 
What reaſon 2 

þ reverick, When I left you five years ago, you gave 
me every thing you could afford, and all you thought 
uud be neceffary for me. But one trifle vou forgot, 
which was, the certificate of my buth, trom the church- 
book-—You know in this country. there is bothing io be 
done without it. At the time of parting from you, I inile 
thought it coul Fl bo of that contequence to me which I 
kave fince found it would have been. Once I became 

tired of a ſoldier's life, and in the hope I mould obtain 
my diſcharge, offered myfelf 0 maſter to learn a pro- 
me 20; but his queſtion was, Where! iS your cerüſtcais 


V3 


it ** 1 
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from the church-book of the pariſh in which you were 
born? It vexed me that I had it not to produce, for 
my comrades laughed at my diſappointment. - My cap- 
tain behaved kinder, for he gave me leave to come home 
to fetch it and you ſee, mother, here I am. 

During this ſpetcli Agatha is confuſed and agitated.) 

Agatha. So, you are come for the purpoſe of fetching 
your certificate from the church-book. 

Fred:rick. Yes, mother. 

Agatha. Oh! oh! 

Frederick. What is the matter? [ She lurfis Into tears. 
For Heaven's ſake, mother, tell me what's the mat- 
ter? 

Agatha. You have no certificate, 

Frederick, No! | Ez 

Agatha, No.—The laws of Germany excluded you 
from being regiſtered at your birth—for—you are a natu- 
. 

Frederick, | Starts after à pauſe] So! And who is my 
father? 

Agatha. Oh Frederick, your wild looks are daggers 
to my heart, Another time. : | 

Frederick [endeawcuring to conceal his emotion.) No, 
no -I am ſtill your ſon—and you are ſtill my mother, — 
Onlz tell me who is my father? | 

Agatha. When we parted five years ago, you were 
too young to be intrufted with a ſecret of ſo much im- 
portance.— But the time is come when I can, in confi. 
dence, open my heart, and unload that burthen with 
which it has long been oppreſſed. And yet, to reveal 
my errors to my child, and ſue for his mild judgment on 

my condut —— _ | 

Frederick. You bave nothing to ſue for; only explain 
this myſiery. A Fe 

Agatha. I will, I will. But my tongue is locked 
with remorſe and ſhame. You muſi not lock at me. 

Frederick. Not look at you! Curſed be that ſon vbO 
could find his mother guilty, although the world ſhould 
call her ſo. . 

Agatha. Then liſten to me, and take notice of that 
village, ¶ pointing] of that caſtle, and of that church. In 
rhat village I vas born—in that church I was baptiſed. 
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My parents were poor, but reputable n lady 
of that caſtle requeſted them” to let me hve with her, 
and ſhe would provide tor me through life. They re- 
ſigned me; and at the age of fourteen I went to my 
patroneſs. She tool: pleafure to inſtrut me in all kinds 
of female literature and acc ompliſuments, and three hap- 
py years had paſſed under her protection, when her only 
ſon, who was an officer ig the Saxon ſervice, obtained 
permiſſion to come home. I had never ſeen blink before; 
he was a handſome young man in my eyes a prodigy; — 
for he taiked of love, and promited me marriage. He 
was the firſt man who had ever ſpoken to me on ſuch a 
ſubject.— Nis flattery made me vain, and his repeated 
vous Don't look at me, dear Frederick —I can 
ſay no more. [Frederick with his eyes ca/t 4 vn, takes 
her hand and puts it to las heart, Oh! oh! my fon! I 
was intoxicated by the fervent careſſes of a young, inex- 
perienced, capricious man, and did not recover trom the 
delirium till it was too late. | 

Frederick (after a paufs.] Go on.—Let me KNOW more 
of my father. 

| Aratha. When the time crew near that I could no 

longer conceal my guilt and ſhame. my ſeducer prevail | 
ed on me not to expole him to the reſentment of his mo- 
ther. He renewed his former promiſes of marriage at 
ker death; —on which relying; I gave him my word to 
be fecret a [ have to his! our buried his name dee b 
in my heart. 5 

Fed. rick, Proceed. proceed J! cive me Full ia örmati- 
on —I will have courage to hear "i SIL © Scat avitge 
| „ His leave of ab ſence exp red: he returned 

to his regiment, depending on my promiſe, and well 

aſſured of my eteem. As foon as my ſituation became 
kno in, I was queſtioned, and Teccived many ſevere re- 
proaches: but I refuſed to confeſs who was my undoer: | 
and for that obſtinacy was turned from the calle —- [ 


went to my parents — but their doors was ut againſt me. 
My mother, indeed, wept as fie bade me qr her ſight 


for ey Ts my facher wWilus Je inczealcd «Ttton mizks | 
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Frederic, Be quick with your narrative, or you'll 
break my heart. 

Agatha, I now ſought protection from the old clergy- 
man of the pariſh. He received me with compaſſion.— 
On my knees I begged forgiveneſs for the ſcandal I had 

cauſed to his pariſhioners; promited amendment; -and 
he 1aid he did not doubt me. Through his recommen- 
dation L went to town ; and hid in humble lodgings, pro- 
cured the means ol ſubſiſtence by teaching to the neigh- 
bouring children what I had learnt under the tuition of 
my benefactreſs.— To inftrut you my Frederick, was 
my care and delight; and in return for your filial 
love I would not thwart your wiſhes when they led to a 
ſoldier's lite: but I ſaw you go from me with an aching 
heart. Soon after, my health declined, I was compelled 
to give up my employment, and, by degrees, became the 
object you now ſee me. But, let me add, before I cloſe 


my calamitous ſtory, that, when I left the good old cler- 


gyman, taking along wth me his kind advice and his 
blelling, I left him with a firm determination to fulfil che 


vow J have made of repentance and amendment. I age 


tuifiiled it and now, Frederick, you may look at me 
„ein. | He embraces her.) 
rule ct. But my father all this ume ? Leung I 

a7 -prekewd he dicd. 

Agatha. No- he married. 

3 euer: L. Married! | | 

Agutha. A woman of virtue — of noble birth and 
immenſe fortune. Yet, ſweeps] J had written to him 
many times; had del "hed your intant innocence and 
wants; had glanced obtiguel7 at tormer promiles— EE 

Frederick f. [rapidly | No aviwer to theſe letters? 

Arvatha. "Not a word. — But in the time of war, you 


| kro. theſe letters miſcarry. 


He crick. Nor did he ever return to his eſtzte 7 

Agatha. No- ſince the death of his mother this caſtle 
bas only been inhabited by ſervants - for he ſeiiled as far 
off as Alſace, upon the ellate of his wile. | 

He: erick. I will carry you in my arms to A 
1 
No; Why ſhould I erer know my father, it he is a vi- 
Jain! My heart is iatisfied with a mother — No — I will 


not go to him. I Will not diſt cry his peace; 1 cave chat 
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taſk to his conſcience. What ſay you, mother, can't we 
do without bim? Strugglis '& erung lis tears. and his 
Fride.] We don't want him. I will write directly to 
my captain. Let the conſequence be what it will, leave 
you again I cannot. Should I be able to get my diſe! narge, 
I will work all day at the plough, and all the night v ith 
my pen. It will do, mother, it wil do! Heaven's good- 
neſs will aſſſt me — it will proſper the endeavours of a 
dutiful fon for the ſake of a Label, mother. 
Agatha | prefſes him to her breaſt.] Where could by 
found ſuch another ſon. 

Frederick. But tell me my Father's name, that 1 may 
know how to ſhun him. 

Agatha. Baron Wildenhaim! 

Frederick. Baron Wildenhaim! I ſhall never forget 
it, Oh! you are near fainting. Your eyes are calt 
down. What's the matter ? Speak, ak 

Avatha. Nothing l — Only fatigued with 
talking. I wiſh to take a little reſt. 

Frederick, I did not confider that we hav been all 
_ time in the open road. [Ges to the Inn, and knocks at 

ke Acr.] Here, Landlord! 


Re-enter La NDLORD, 


4 


Land brd. Well, what is the matter non?) 
Frederick. Make hafte, and get a bed ready for this 
good woman. 


Landler (with a . ) A bed for this woman! ba, 
ha, ha! ol flept laſt night in that pent. houſe ; fo ke 
may to-night, (Exit, ſhutting the deer. 

Frederick. You are an inſamous—* gees back 45 his tra- 
tler — Oh! my poor mother - (runs to the cettage at a 
Little diſtance, and knocks) Ha! halloo! Wyo 1s 
there? JE | | 

Enta Corriere. 


Citager. Good day, young | ſoldier,—What i is It you 
want? 


Frederick. Good friend, look at that poor woman — 


She is Periſbing i in the public road It is my mother, . 
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Will you give her a ſmall corner in your hut? 1 beg tor 
mercy's ſake — Heaven will reward you. | 

Cottager. Can't you ſpeak quietly ? Landerftand you 
very well. (C alls at the dior of the hut) Wife, ſhake up 
our. bed—here's a poor fick woman wants it. (Enter 
Wizz.) Why could not you ſay all this in fewer words? 
Why ſuch a long preamble? Why for mercy's ſake, and 
heaven's reward ? Why talk about reward for ſuch tri 
fles as theſe? Come, let us lead her i in; and welcome 
the ſhall be to a bed, as good as I can give her; and to 
our homely fare. 

Prederick, Ten thouſand thanks, and bleſſi ings on you. 

Wife. Thanks and bleffings! here's a piece of work 
indeed abour nothing! Good ſick lady, lean on my 
ſhoulder. (T5 Frederick) Thanks and reward indeed! 
Do you think huſband and I have lived to theſe years, and 
don't know our duty? Lean on my ſhoulder. (Exeunt 
7⁰ the colt age. 


ACT II. 
SCENE I. A room in the Cittage. 


Acartaa, Corrac rz, his WIr, and Fa DIR Tx, 


| diſcovmred—AGaTtHA reclined upon a . bench, FR A- 
DEKICK 1 * over her. 


FxzDralcr. 


Goos people have you nothing to give her? Nothing 
that's nouriſhin 

Vi. Run, 1 run, and fetch a bottle of wine 
from the landlord of che inn. | 


| Frederick. No, no: his wine is as bad as his heart: — 


| me has drank ſome of it, which I am afraid has turned 


25 9 
Cittager. Suppoſe, with. you look Ds 6 new hid 1 8 


a7 


. rr 
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Wife. Or a drop of brandy, huſband - that moſtly 


cures me, 
Frederick. Do hear, mother— will you, mother? 


[Agatha makes a fign with her hand as if ſhe could nt take 


any thing.] She will not. Is there no doctor in this ueigh- 
bourhood ? 
Wife, At the end of the village there lives a horſe- 
doctor. I have never heard of any other. 
Frederick. What ſhail I do? She is dying. My mo- 
ther is dying Pray for her, good people! 
Agata. Make yourſelt eaſy, dear Frederick, I am 
well, only weak—Some wholelome nouriſhment 
Frederick. Yes, mother, directly dire Aly. Lu 
t. 


Oh where ſhall Ino money not à farthing le 


Our 


Mie. Oh, dear me! Had you not paid the rent yeſ- 
terday, huſband— _ 

C:ttager. I then ſhould know what to Co. But as I 
hope for mercy, I have not a penny in my houſe. | 
Frederick, Then I muſt (Apart, coming forward) — 


Yes, I will go, and beg. But ſhould I be retuſed— 


well then I leave my mother in your care, good people; 


Do all you can for her, 1 beſeech you! I ſhall foon be 
with you again. [Ges off in haſte and confuſion. 


_ Cottager. If he ſhould go to our parſon, I am ſure he 
would give him ſomething, | 
[Agatha having revived by degrees during the 
ſcene, riſes. | 
Agatha. Is that good old man ſtill living, who was 
miniſter here ſometime ago ? 


Wife. No—lIt pleaſed Providence to take that wor- 


thy man to Heaven two years ago. We have loſt in him 


both a friend and a father, We ſhall never get ſuch _ 


another, 


Catager. Wile, wife, our preſent rector is likewiſe a 


very good man. 


Wife. Ves but he is ſo very young. 
Citager. Our late pariſon was once young too. 


W: Gl (To Agatha.) This young man being tutor in 

aron's family, he was very much beloved by them 

all, and ſo the Baron gave him this living in conſequence, 
_ GCittager. And well he deſerved it, for his pious in- 


"hu 


: neighbours, dead a or alive, 
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ſtructions to our young lady: who is, in conſequence, 
good, and friendly to every body, 

Agatha. What young lady do you mean? 

Ci #tager. Our Baron's daughter. 

Agatha. Is ſhe here? 

Wife. Dear me! don't you know that? T thought 
every body had known that. It 15 almoſt five weeks — 
the Baron and all his family arrived at the caſtle, 

Agatha. Baron Wildenhaim ? 

Ne. Yes, Baron Wildenhaim. 

Agatha. And his lady ? 

C:ttager. His lady died in France, many miles from 
hence, and her death, l ſuppoſe, was the. cauſe of his 
coming to this eftate—Por the Baron has not been here 
till within theſe five weeks ever fince he was married 
We regretted his abſence much, and his arriy al has 
cauſed great joy. 

Wife (addreſſing her diſcourſe to Agatha.) By all ac- 
counts the Baroneſs was very haughty, and very whimſical. 


Citager. Wife, wife, never ſpeak ill of the dead. 


Say what you pleaſe againſt the living, but not a word 


againſt the dead. 

Ne. And yet, huſband, I believe the dead care the 
leaſt what is faid againſt them—And ſo, if you pleaſe, 
Lil tell my ſtory. The late Baroneſs u was, they ſay, 
hzughty and proud; and they do ſay, the Baron was 
not 10 happy as he might have been; but he, bleſs him, 


dur good Baron is fill the ſame as "when a boy. Soon 


after Madam had cloſed her eyes, he left France, and 


came to Wildenhaim, his native country. 


Citager. Many times has he joined in our villogs 5 
dances. Afterwards, when he became an officer, he was 
rather wild, as moſt young men are. | 


Wife, Yes, I remember when he fell in love with poor 


| A gatha, Friburg's daughter: What a piece of work that 


was—lt did not do him much on; hat was a 1 
thing. | | 


Cittager. Have Ane no more of this—lt i ts not well 


to ftir up old grievances. 


0 Wife. W hy, you ſaid I might ſpeak in of che living. 


Is very hard indeed, if one muſt not * ill 40 ones 


— IA. MA; ES. rt OE re 
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Cottazer. Who knows whether he was the father of 
Aga tha s child? She never ſaid he was. 
ie. Nobody but him that I am fure — I would lay 
a wager no, no, huſband you mult not take his part; 
it was very wicked! Who knows what 13 now become 
of that poor creature ? She has not been heard of this 
many a year. May be ſhe is ſtarving for hunger. Her 
father might have lived longer too, if that mist fortune had 
not happened. 


_ 


«a 


[Agatha funts. ] 
Cottager. See here! Help! She is fainting .—take 
hold ! 
Nie. Oh, poor woman! 
Cottager. Let us take her into the next room. 
iVife. Oh poor woman! —I am afraid ſhe will not 3 
. lire. Come, chear up, chear up. You are. with thoſe i 


who feel for you. ( They lead her of.) 


SCENE II. An Apartment in the C aſlle. 
5 ; 6.4 A table ſpread for breatf iff - Several a in livery dif- 


poſing. the equipage—Barox WilLDEXHAiM enters, at- 
tended by a GENTLEMAN in wwailtng. 


5, Baron. Has tot Count Caffel left his chamber yet? 
14 — Gentleman. No, my lord, he has but now rung for his 
| valet. | 
Baron. The whole caſtle ſmells of his perfumery. — 
Go, call my daughter hither. [Exit Gentleman. ] And 
I am after all to have an ape for a ſon in-law? No, 1 fhall 


not be in a hurry—I love my daughter too well, We ö 
mult be better acquainted before I give her to him. 1 3 
ſhall not ſacrifice my Amelia to the will of others, 1 
myſelf was ſacrificed. The poor girl might, in thought - | 


 lefſneſs, lay yes, and afterwards be miſerable. What a 
pity ſhe is not a bay! The name of Wildenhaim will 
die with me. My line eſtates, my good peaſants, all will 
fall into the hands of ſtrangers! Oh! why was not my 
Amelia a boy! 
Enter Au 1 LS FE fer the Baron's head] 
Amelia. Good mor ning, dear my Lord. | 
Bar on. Goo. 4 morning, Amelia. Haye you ſlept well? 5 1 
| _—_ Ein | {1 
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Amelia. Oh! yes, papa. TI always ſleep well. 
Baron. Not a little reſtleſs laſt night? 
Amelia. No. | 
Baron. Amelia you know you have a father who loves 
you, and I believe you know you have a ſuitor who is 
come to aſk permiſſion to love you. Tell me candidly 
how you like. Count Caſſel ? 
Amelirt, Very well. 
Baron. Do not you bluſh when I talk of him? 
Amelia. No. 
Baron. No am ſorry for that. (afide.) Have you 
dreamt of him? 
Amelia. No. 
Baron. Have you not dreamt at all to-night ? 
Amelia, Oh yes have dreamt of our Chaplain Mr. 


| Anhalt. 


Baron. Ah ha! As if he ſtood * you and the 
Count to aſk for the ring. 

Amelia, No: not that I dreamt we were all ſtill in 
France, and he, my tutor, juſt going to take his leave of 
us for ever—I *woke with the fright, and found my eyes 
full of tears. 

Baron. Pſha! I want to know if you can love the 
Count. You ſaw him at the laſt ball we were at in 

France: when he capered round you; when he danced 
minutes; when he —- ; But I cannot ſay what his con- 
verſation was. 


Amelia. Nor I either —I 46: not rember a y nable of 


it. | 
Baron. No? Then I 3 not think you like bios. 


Amelia, I believe not. 


Baron. But I think proper to acquaint you he is 


rich, and of great conſequence : rich, and of great conſe- 


| quence | do you hear? 
Amelia. Ves, dear papa. But my tutor has always 
told me that birth and fortune are inconſiderable thi ings, 
and cannot give happineſs. . 
Baron. There he is right But if it happens that 


birth and fortune are joined with ſenſe and virtue 


Amelia. But is it ſo with Count Caſſel? 


Baron, Hen! Hen! LE enced L will ak you a few 4 


. . Ah hg + 3 — 
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queſtions on this ſubject; but be ſure to anſwer me ho- 
neftly— Speak truth. 
melia. I never told an untruth in my life. 
Bare: Nor ever conceal the truth from me, I com- 
mand you. 
Amelia. { Eerneſily. ) Indeed, my lord, I never will. 
Baron. | take you at your word—And now reply to 
me truly— Do you like to hear the Count ſpoken of? 
Amelia. Good or bad? 
Baron. Good. Good. 
Amelia. Oh ves; L like to hear good of every 3 
Baron. But do not you feel a little fluttered when he 
is talked of? 
EE, Amelia. No. ( haking her head.) 
| | Baron. Are you not a little eaitkrraſfſed ? 


| Amelia. No. 
8 Baron. Don't you wiſh ſometimes to ſpeak to him, and 
have not the courage to begin ? 
Amelia. No. 
Baron.. Do not you with to take his part when his com- 
| puanions laugh at him? 
) | * Amelia. No - love to laugh at him myſellff. 
f Baron. Provoking! (ade) Are not you afraid of 
him when he comes near you? 
[- Amelia. No, not at all.—Oh yes—once. /recelle@inz 
| berfelf) 
Baron. Ah! Now it comes! | 3 
3 Amelia. Once at a. ball he trod on my foot; and 1 | ; 
was ſo afraid he ſhould tread on me again. | a - 
Baron. You put me out of patience. Her. Amelia l. 
(ats ſbort and ſpeaks ſofter. Lo fee you happy is my 1 = 
wiſh. But matrimony, without concord, is like a duetto a 
| badly performed ; for that reaſon, nature, the great com- 


3 poſer of all harmony, has ordained, that, when bodies are } J 
allied, hearts ſhould be in perfect uniſon. However, I | - 
will ſend Mr. Anhalt to ou — | 

Amelia. (much pleaſed) Do, papa 
Baron. He ſhall explain to you my ſentiments. r, rings) 
A clergyman can do this better than [ enter Servant. ] 


Go directly to Mr. Anhalt, tell him that I ſhall be glad 
to fee him for a cu" of an hour if he is not engaged. 


2 vit fen. 
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Amelia. eats after him} Wiſh him a good morning 
from me. 
Barone |: ark ino it {115 c. 5 The count 13 a tedious 
tim wy Grel g Fe e YOu break altod "We A met, 11 
Na 
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Boron. ' How 1s the w Fi, Wh * Have YOu Sled this: 


morning . | 

Ameliu. Oh, yes - was in the garden at ive o'clock ? 
it 18 very En 
| Baron. Then 1H Zo out ſhoo ting. I do not know | In 
WI. de oder Way to amule my 68. 7" 
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Bare: Good morniag 1. Good morning! though it 
is late in the day, Count. In the country we ſhould riſo 
earlier. 
LAmelia gr th2 Count a cup 7 7 

Caunt. It is Hebe he ricif, or Venus, cr 

Amelia. Ha, ha, ha! Who can kelp laug zhing at his 
nonſenſe? 

Baren. {rather angry] Neither Venus, nor Hebe; 
but Amelia Wiidenhaim, if you . 

Count. Sitting down to breaefaſt ] You ure beat titul, 


Miſs Wildenhaim.— Upon my honour; I think fo. 1 lave 


traveiled, and icen much of the world, and yet I can po- 
fitively admire you. 
melia. I am oy I have not ſeen the world. 
Count, Wherefore ? 
Amelia. Becauſe I might then, perhaps «dmire you. 
Count. True ;- for 1 am an epitome of the world. 
Ia. my travels I learnt delicacy in Italy—hauteur, in 


Spaln—in France, enterprize — in Ruſha, prudence in 
England, ſincerity—in Scotland, frugality—and i in the 


wilds of America, I learnt love. 
Amelia. Is there any country where love is taught? 
Count. Ia all barbarous countries. But the whole 
ſyltem is exploded in places that are civilized. 
Amelia. And what is ſubſtituted in its ſtcad ? 
Count. Intrigue. 


i oe 
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Amelia, What a poor, uncomfortable ſubſtitute ! 
Count, There are other things—Song, dance, the 
opera, and w 
[ Sincesthe entrance o th: Count the Baron has remove 
to a table at a little diflance. 
Baron. What are you talking of there! ; 
Count. - Of war, Colonel. 

Baron. [riſing.] Ay, we like to talk on what w 
don't underſtand. = 
Count. [rifing.] Therefore to a lady, I always ſpeak 

of politics; and to ker father, on love. 
Bron. I believe, Count, notwithi tanding-. your ſneer, 
am ſtill as much of a proficient in that art as your- 
ſelf. | 
Count. I do not doubt it, my dear Colonel, for yon 
are a ſoldier: and fince the days of Alexander, who ever 
con quers mea is certain to overcome women. 
Baron. An achievment to animate a paltroon. 
Count. And I verily belive, gains more recruits than 
the king's pay. 
| Baron. Now we are on the ſubje&t of arms, ſhould 
} you like to go out a ſhooting with me for an hour before 
dinner ? 
Count. Bravo, Colonel! A charming thought! This 
will give me an opportunity to uſe my elegant guu : the 
but is inlaid with mother-of-pearl. You cannot find 
better work, or better taſte. een my coat of arms is 
| engraved. 
| Baron. But can you ſhoot ? 
| Count. That I have never tried—except with my 
| eyes, at a fine woman. 
Baron. I am not particular what game I purſue 1 
| have an old gun ; it does not look fine ; but 1 can z always 


bring down my bird- 


* 


6 


« 
ꝗ—ĩQ—U—U—[ eU — — — ——— — —ñ— 0 


r . ; 
Enter SERVANT. 


Servant. Mr. Anhalt begs. leave 
| Baron, Tell him to come in,—l ſhall be ready in a a 
5 moment. [Za Scrvant. 
| Count, Who is Mr. Anhalt? | 
| Amclia. Oh, a very good man. [| With warm.) 


ho] 
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Count, A good man.“ In Italy, that means a re- 
ligious man; In France, it means a cheerful man; in 
Spain, it means a wiſe man; and in England, it means a 
rich man. Which good man of all theſe is Mr. Anhalt? 
Amelia. A good man in every country, except Eng- 
land, 

Count, And give me the Engliſh good man, before 
that of any other nation. 

Baron. And of what nation would you prefer Your 
good woman to be, Count ? 


Count. Of Germany. [bowing to Amelia. | 
Amelia. In comp! liment to me! ? 
Count. Inu juftice. to my own judgment. a 


Baron, Certainly. For W we not an inſtance 91 
one German woman, who. poilefſes every virtue that orna- 
ments the whole fex ; whether 2s a woman of illuſtricus 


rank, or in the more exalted character of a wife, and a 
mother? 


Euler Ir. Ax Arr. 


An hall. I come by your command, Baron 

Baron. Quick, Count. — Get your elegant gun.— 1 
pals your apartments, and will ſoon call for you. 

Count. 1 ffy.— Beautiful Amelia, it is a facriſice 
make to your father, that Llicave for a few hours his ami- 
able daughter. 2 

Baron. My dear Amelia, I think it ſcarcely necelfary 
to ſpeak to Mr. Anhalt, or that he ſhould ſpeak to you, 
on the ſubject of the Count; but as he is here; leave us 
alone | | | 

Amelia. at fbe reatres. | Goad morning, Mr. Want. 
— 1 hope you are very well. [ Exit. 

Baron. IN tell you in atew words why ſent for you. 
Count Caffe] is here, and wiſhes to marry my daughter. 
 "Anholt, T much concerned.) Really 1 

Haren. He 18 - he —in a word 1 don't like him. 

Anhalt. 1 auth emetion: | And Miſs Willenhaim: 


Baren. 1 ſtall not command, neither perſuade her ts 


the marriage know too well the fatal influence of pa- 
rents on ſuch a ſubject. Objections to be ſure, if they 


cor'd be removed But when you. find a man's head with- 
out brains, and his boſom without a heart, thele are 
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lg 
important articles to ſupply. Young as you are, Anhalt, 
T know no one ſo able to reſtore, or to beſtow thoſe bleſ- 


ſings on his fellew- creatures, as you. [Auhalt wr. ]— 


The Count wants a little of my daughter's ſimplicity 
and ſenſibility.— Take him under your care while he is 
N 7 


here, and make him ſomething like yourſelf. — You have 
ſucceeded to my wilt in the -ducation of my daughter. 
Form the Count after your oven manner. — I fhall ther 
have what I have ſighed for all my life —a ton. 

/inhalt. With your perm! no: 9 Baron, I w:!! a one 
queſtion. What remains to intereſt you in favour of a 
man whoſe head and heart are good f iT nocht g 

Baron. Birth and fortune. Vet, if 1 thought my 
daughter abſolutely dilliked him, or that ſhe loved ario- 
ther, I would not thwart a firt affection ;: — no, for the 
world, I would not. [ing. Eut that her actions 
are already beitor. ed, 15 not probable. 

Anball. Are you of opinion that ſhe will never fall in 
love: | gs 8 

Baron. Oli! no. I am of opinion that no woman 

ever arrived at the age of twenty without that misfortune. 


But this is another fubie c. Go to Amelia — explain to 
x D | 


her the duties of a wife and a mother. If he compre- 
P 


hends them, as ine ought, then aflc her if ſhe thinks ſhe 
could fulfil thoſe duties, as the wife of Count Caſſcl. 

Anbal. I will — But —I—Miſs Wildenhaim— 7 con fu- 
ſed Jn —I —TI ſhall I- I ſhall bey your commands. 

Baron. Do ſo. [ gives a deep fro 2h.) Ah! fo far this 
weight is removed; but there lies 1 a heavier next my 
heart. You underſtand me. — How is it, Mr. Anhalt 
Have you not yet been able tv make any diſcoveries on 
that unfortunate ſubject ? 

/nhalt. I have taken infinite pains —but in vain. No 
ſuch perſon is to be found. 

Baron, Believe me, this burthen preſſes on my 


E thoughts ſo much, that many nights I go without ſleep. 


—A man is ſometimes tempted to commit ſuch depravi- 
ty when-young.—Oh ! Anhalt! had I, in my youth, 
had you for a tutor; but I had no inſtructor but my paſ- 
ſions; no governor but my own will. [ Ext. 
Anhalt. This commiſſion of the Baron's in reſpect to 
his Ree; I n — T about. 1 I ſhould meet t her 


5 LOVERS! VOWS. 


now, I cannot —I muſt recover myſelf firft, and then pre 
pare. — A walk in the fields, and a fervent pray er—Atter 
theſe, I truit, I ſhall return} as a man whole vic "Ws are 


tolely placed on a future world; all hopes iu this, with for- 


L! tude reſig "ned. e 
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SCENE I. An oben Field. 


F&tDERICK alone, with & foro pieces of money eohich he 
{urns about in "4 hands. 


FREDERICK, 


T; O return with this trifle for which I have ſtooped to 
beg ! return to ſee my mother dying ! I would rather 
fly to the world's end. [looking at the monty. ] What can 
; ond with this? it is hardly enough to pay for the nails 


drive me to diſtraction. However, let the conſequence of 
ohr affliction be what it may, all will fall upon my father's 


head; and may he pant for Heaven's forgivenefs, as my 


poor mother La a diſtance is heard the firing of 4 gun, 


then they cry of Hallo, Halloo—Gameleepers and Sportſimen 


run acroſs the ſlage — e looks about. ] — Here they come — 
a nobleman, I ſuppoſe, or a man of fortune. Yes, yes — 
and I will once more beg for my mothey. —— May Hes⸗ 
ven ſend relief. 


| Enter the Baso followed 3 by the Couxr. The 


Bax ON flops. 


— : . 4 


. | Quick, quick, Count ! Aye, ayes that was a 


blunder indeed. Don't you fee the dogs? There they 


run—they have loſt the ſcent. 1 Baron looking af- 
ter the dogs. 
Count. So much the better, Colonel, for I muſt take 


a little breath, [ He leans on his gun Frederick goes up 


6 to him with great mods 0. 


* 


t will be wanted for her coffin. My great anxiety will 


Woe u + 
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Frederick, Gentleman, I beg you will beſtow from your 
ſuperfluou s wants fomething to relie ve the pain, and nou- 
riſh the weak frame of an expiring woman. 


The BaroNs re-enters. 


Count, What police is here ! that a nobleman.s amulc- 
ment ſhould be Interrupted by the attack of vagrants. 

Freilerick (to the Baron.) Har e pity, noble 85 r, and re- 
lieve the diſtreſs of an unfortunate lon, who fu plicates 
for his dying mother. 

(Baron taking out his purſe.) 1 think young ſoldler, it 
would be better if you were with your reg:imeat on Gaty, 
inſtead of begging 

fFrederich. I would with all my heart: but at this 

reſent moment my ſorrows are too great —{ Baron grves 
Cabin: I entreat your Pardon. What you have been 
fo good as to give me is not enough. 

Baron ( ſurpriſed.) Not eno vgh. 

Frederich. No, 10 is not enoug 

Count. The moſt ſingular beggar I ever met in all my 
travels. 

Frederick. If you have a charitable heart, give me on? 
dollar. 2 | 

Baron. This is the firſt time I was ever dictated by a 
beggar what to give him. | 

Frederick, With one doliar you will ſave a diſtracted 
man. 

Baron. [ don't chooſe to give any more. 0 ount, go 


| [Exit Count—as the Baron falloeus, Frederick zizes 
him by the breaſt, and draws his fe word. 
Frederick. Your purſe, or your life. 
Baron. ] Here ! ! here! ſeize and ſecure him. 
[Some of the Gume ec Pers run on, 40 hold of 
Frederick, and diſarm him. 
Frederick. What have I done? 
Baron. Take him to the caſtle, and confine him in one 
of the towers. I ſha!) follow you immediately. 
_ Frederich. One favour I have to beg, one favour only. 
L know that I am guilty, and am ready to receive the 
Puniſhment my crime deſerves. But I have a mother, 
who is expiring for want—pity her, if you. cannot pity 


to . 
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me—beſtow on her relief. If you will ſend to yonder 
hut, vou will find that 1 do not impoſe on you a falſe- 
hood. For her it was I drew my ſword— for her I am 
ready to die. 


Baron. Take him awar, and impriſon him where 1 


told vou. 

Frederick {as he is forced off by the keepers. ) Woe to 
that man to whom I owe my birth. LExit. 
Baron (cal's another beepe J. JN Here, Frank, run direct - 
ly to yonder hamlet, inquire in the firſt, ſecond and third 
cottage for a poor ſick woman—and if you really find 
tuch a perſon, give her this purſe. [Exit Gamckeeper. 

Baron. A moſt extraordinary event !—and what a 
well-looking youth ! ſomething in his countenance and 
addreſs which ſtruck me inconceivably !— If it is true that 


he begged for his mother But if he did for the at- 


tempt upon my life, he muſt die. Vice is never half ſo 
dangerous, as when it aſſumes the garb of morality. 


SCENE II. A room in the Calle. 


Amelia Calone] Why am I fo uneaſy ; ſo peeviſh z who: 
has offended me? I did not mean to come into this room. 
In the garden I intended to go (going, turns back. ) No, 
I will not—yes, | will—juſt go, and look if my auricu- 
las are ſtill in bloſſom ; and if the apple tree is grown 
which Mr. Anhalt planted Il feel very low-ſpirited — 


{omething mult be the matter.—Why do I cry ?—Am L 


not well? 


Eater Mr. AxHALT. 


Ah! FO” morning, my dear Sir—Mr. Anhalt meant 
to ſay I beg pardon. 

Anbhalt. Never mind, Miſs Wildenhaim—I don't air. 
like to hear you call me as you did. 

Amelia. In earneſt? 


 Anhault Really. You have been crying. May I know: : 


dhe reaſon ? The loſs of your mother, ſtill ? 
Aznelia. No—I have left off crying for wi | 


| An ball. I beg pardon if I have come at an improper 
hour; but I wait upon you by the commands of your” 


father. 


. | 


e 
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Amelia. You are welcome at all hours. My father 
has more than once told me that he who forms my mind 
| I ſhould always conſider my greateſt bencfactor. {/oot- 
| ing down.) And my heart tells me the ſame. 
| Anhalt. I think myſelf amply rewarded by the good 
q 
| 


— 


opinion you have of me. 

Amelia. When I remember what trouble I have ſome- 
| times given you, I cannot be too gaateful | 
Anhalt (to himſelf.) Oh! Heavens !—{to Amelia. ) I, 
| | I come from your father with a commiſſion. —If you pleaſe 


| we will fit down. - { He places chairs, and they fit.) Count 
Caſſel is arrived. | | 


Amelia. Yes, I know. 
Anhalt. And do you know for what reaſon ? 
Amelia. He wiſhes to marry me. 


\.... ' =nhalt Does he? ( hafi ily.) But believe me, the 
Paron will not perſuade Jou--No, [ am ſure he will 
not. 


Amelia. 1 know that. 
Anhalt. He wiſhes that I ſhould aſcertain whether 
vou have an inchnation—— 
- Amelia. For. the Count, or for matri mony do you 
mean? 
An bali. For matrimony. 
Amelia. All things that I don't hs and Jon t un- 
i derſtand are quite indifferent to me. 

Anal. For that very reaſon I am ſent to you to ex- 
plain the good and the bad of which matrimony is com- ; 
poled. . 

Amelia. Then I deg firſt to be es with: hs 

ood. | 

£ Anhali When two. fracubeic hearts meet in the 

marriage ſtate, matrimony may be called a happy life.— 

When ſuch a wedded pair finds thorns in their path, each 
will be eager for the ſake of the other, to tear them from 

the root, Where they have to mount hills, or wind a la- 

byrinth, the moſt experienced will lead the way, and be 

a guide to his companion. Patience and love will accom- 

pany them in their journey, while melancholy and diſ- 

cord they leave far behind. Hand in hand they paſs 
on from morning till evening, through their ſummer's day, 


: all the * of age « draws on, b __ Braces of death 7 
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overtakes the one. The other weeping and mourning, 
pet looks forward to the bright region where he ſhall 
meet his ſtill ſurviving partner, among trees and flowers 


= which themſc Ives bare planted, in fields of eternal ver- 
x dure. 
1 Amelia. You may tell my father I'll marry. (riſer, 


Anbau. {rifing) This picture i is pleaſing ; but I muſt 
beg you not to forget that there is another on the fame 
ſubject. W hen conveuience, and fair appearance joined 


5 1 | to folly and ill humour, forge the fetters of matrimony, 
11 | they gall with their weight the married pair. Diſcontented 
=} with each other—at variance in opinions—their mutual 
= | averſion increaſes with the years they live together. They 


contend moſt. where they ſhould moſt unite ; torment 


where they ſhould moſt ſoothe. In this rugged way, 


1 choaked with the weeds of ſuſpicion, jealouſy, anger, 
3 and hatred, they take their daily journey, till one of 
theſe «//o Neep in death. The other then lifts up his de- 
jected head, and calls out in acclamations of joy— Oh ! 


-F liberty! dear liberty! 

E — .- LA mel: 7. | will 20 marry. 

1 Anhalt. You mean to ſay, you will not fall in love. 
YT Aneliga. Oh no! Caſoamed] 1 am in love. 


Count! | 

Amelia. I wiſh I was. 
Anal. Why of 
—_—y | Amelia, Becauſe he would perhaps love me again. 
_— 5 Anhalt. | warm! 9. Who is there that would not? 
E | Amelia. Would you ? 
Aubalt. 1=l—me—I—I am out of the 8 


| 5 put the queſtion... | | . 
1 Ana. What do you mean ? . 
00 8 Amelia, I am glad you don't af me. I was 
= # afraid I had ſpoken too plain. in conſulion. 
2 = Znhalt. Underitand you !—As to that—1 am not dull. 


== Amelia. I know you are not —And as you have for a 


* 5 teach you ? 
. | £4rhak. Teach me what? 
Amelia. Whatever I Baer and you don't 


oO 0 OO) 
wr"; ew. 


Anhalt. Are in love! [farting] And with the 


Amelia. No; you are the very perſon to whom I have | 


look time iullructe d me, why i ould not 1 now begin te 
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Anhalt. There are ſome things I had rather never 
know, | 
Amelia. So you may remember I ſaid when you began 
to teach me mathematics. I ſaid I had rather not know 
it. But now | have learnt it gives me a great deal of 
pleaſure and / heftating) perhaps, who can tell, but 
that I might teach ſomething as pleaſant to vou, as reſolv- 
ing a problem is to me. 
Anhelt. Woman herſelf is a problem. 
Amelia. And I'll teach ycu to make her out. 
3 Anhalt. Tou teach? 
Amelia. Why not? none but woman can teach the 
ſcience of herſelf ; and though I own I am very young, 
a young woman may be as agreeable for a tutoreſs as an 
old one.—I am ſure I always learnt faſter from you than 
from the old clergyman who taught me before you came. 

Anhalt. This is nothing to the ſubject. 

Amelia. What is the ſubject? 
Anball. — Love. 

Amelia. (going up to him. Come, than, teach it me 
? E teach it me as ycu taught me geography, languages, 
A and other important things. 

33 Anbalt. [| turning from her. ] Pſhaw ! 

Amelia. Ah! you won't—Yov know you have already 

taught me that, and you won't begin again. 

Anhalt. You miſconſt rue - you miſconceive every 
| _ thing I ſay or do. The ſubject I came to you upon was 
2 * marriage. = 
Y Amelia. A very proper ſubje& from the man who has 

taught me love, and I accept the propoſal (curtſying 
Anbalt. Again you miſconceive and confound me. 
Amelia. Ay, 1 fee how it is You have no inclina- 
tion to experience with me the good part of matrimo- 
* ny;” 1 am not the female with whom you would like 
to go © hand in hand up hills, and through labyrinths', 
with whom you would like to © root up thorns ; and 
| with whom you would delight to plant likes and roſes.”— 
No, you had rather call out, Ob, liberty, dear li- 
berty.” 

Anbalt. Why do you force "Veg me what it is villain- | 
cus to own ? I love you more than life—Oh, Ame - 
| * f kad 1 we lived in thoſe golden vs which the - 
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pPoets picture, no one but you— But as the world is ; 
changed, your birth, and fortune make our union impoſ- 
ſible.—To preſerve the character and more the feelings 
of an honelt man, I would not marry you without the 
conſent of your father—And could 1, dare J propoſe it 
to him. p 
Amelia. He has commanded me never to conceal or 
Ciſguiſe the truth. I will propoſe it to him. Ihe ſub- 
5 ject of the Count will force me to ſpeak plainly, and this 
will be the moſt proper time, while he can compare the 
merit of you both. 
| | Anhalt, I conjure you not to think of e your- 
ö ſelf and me to his reſentment. 
Amelia. It is my father's will that I ſhould marry-- It 
is my father's wiſh to ſee me happy If then you love 
| | me as you ſay, 1 will marry; and will be happy— but 
| only with you, —I will tell him this. —At firit he will | 
| {tart ; then grow angry; then be in a paſſion—In his 3 
11 paſſion he will call me undutiful: but he will ſoon re- | 


collect himſelf, and reſume bis uſual ſmiles, laying, 


\ \ 
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11 | „Well, well, if he loves you, and you love him, in the 
"Xp name of heaven, let it be Then 1 ſhall hug him 
_— round the neck, kiſs his hands, run away from him, 
and fly to you; it would ſoon * known that I am vour 
bride, the whole oye will come to wiſh me joy, and 


keaven's bleſſing will follow. 
Enter Verdun, the BuTLEeR. _ 


Amelia. (wj/contented) Ah! is it you? 

Butler. Without vanity. I have taken the liberty to 
enter this apartment. the 'moment the good news reached 
my cars. | : 

Amelia. What news? ; 

Buller.” Pardon an old ſervant, your father's old butler, 
gracious Jady; v ho has had the honour to carry the baron 
In his arms—and afterwards with humble ſubmiſſion to re- 
ceive many a box o the ear from you——if he thinks it his 
duty to make his congratulations with due reverence on 
this happy day, and to join with the mules 1 in harmonious \ 
tunes on the Ivre_ | | 


3 * 1 
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Ameli: Oh! my good butler, 1 am not in a humour 
to liſten to the muſes, and your lyre. 


Buller. There has never been a birth-day, nor wed- 


ding, nor chriltening-day, celebrated in your family, in 
which I have not joined with the muſes in full chorus. — 
In forty ſix years, three hundred and minety-ſeven con- 
gratulat ations on different occaſions have dropped from my 
pen. To-day, the three hundred and ninety-eight 15 


coming forth; for heaven has protected our noble mal. 


ter, who has been 1n great danger. 

Amelia. Danger! My father in danger! What do 
you mean ! 

Buller. One of the game- Keepers has returned to in- 
form the whole caſtle of a baſe and knaviſh trick, of whic! 
the world will talk, and my poetry hand dowa to 3 
rity. 

melia. W hat, what is all this ? 

Butler. The baron, =y lord and maſter, in company 
with the ſtrange Count, had not been gone a mile beyond 
the lawn, when one of them | 

melia. What hapened ? Sook for heaven's lake. 

Butler, My verie ſnall tell you. | 

Amelia. No, no; tell us in proſe. 

A 'nhalt. Yes, in proſe. 

Butler, Ah, you have neither of you ever been in love, 
or you would prefer poetry to proſe, But excuſe [pu 
out a paper.] the haſte in which it was written. I heard 
the news in the fields—always have paper and pencil 
about me, and compoſed the whole forty lines eroſſiug 


the meadows and the park in my way home. [reads.] 


Oh Muſe, aſcend the fled mount, 


And bft y firains Prepare, 
Alout a Baron and a Count, 


s went to hunt th: hare. 5 


The hare ſbe ran with utmoſt ſpeed, 
And ſad, and anxicus looks, | 

| Becauſt the the furious hounds indeed, 

Were near to her, gadæutt. 
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A. gel, the Coint and Baron bold, 
T heir fort ſtept homeward bended; 

For why, becauſe, as you were told, 
The hunting it was ended. 

Before them ſirait a youth appears, 
Who made a piteous pother, 

And told a tale with many tears, 
About his dying mot her. 


T he youth Was in ſevere diſlre 557 
And feen'd as he had [te nt; al/, 
e. e 5 a ſo: Mer by * drefs , | 


For that was regi mental. 5 \ 


| Tie Baron's heart was full of ruth, 

. While from his eye fell brine 1 

| Aid ſoan he gave the mournful 3 
A little ready rins, © RE: Cs. 


He gave a \ ſhilling as I live, 
Which ſure was mighty well ; 

But te ſeme people if you give 
An is chthey'll take an ell. 


The youth this drew bis mera“ bus * 
And ſeized the Baron's collar, = 
He ſwore he'd have the Baran's life, _ 

Or elſe another dollar. 


2 Wie "AY C 
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_ = 3 Then did the Swans in a 1 b 
11 | Som raiſe a mighty dio; © | . 
1 l gereon came butler huntſman, gromm, 3 1 
_— 5 And eke the eta in. | 40.0 


Maugre this young man's Lbs crak, 
T hey bore him off to priſon; _ 

And held ſo flringly by his throat, 

1 _— Jp fs whizzen. 


— — Co Oo 


LOVERS? VOWS. — 29 


Soon may a neckcloath call'd a rape, 
Of robbing cure this elf ; 
iy. fo % write, without a trope, 


His dying ſpeech myſelf. 


And had the Baron chanc'd to die, 
Oh ! grief to all the natian, 

I muſ? have made an elegy, 
And not this fine narration. 


MokraAL. 


Henceforth let thoſe who all have ſpent, 
And would by begging live, 


Tate warning here, and be content, 


With what folks chufe to ow; 


Amelia. Your muſe, Mr. Butler, is in a very inven- 
tive humour this morning. 

Anball. And your tale too improbable, even for fic- 
tion. | | 
Butler. Impropable ! It's a real fact. 

Amelia. What, a robber in our grounds at noon- 
day? Very likcly indeed! 

Butler, 1 don't ſay it was likely- 
K | 
Anhalt. No, no, Mr. Verdun, we find no fault with 
your poetry ; but don't attempt to impoſe it upon us 
for truth, | 

Amelia. Poets are allow ed to ſpeak falſchood, and we 
forgive yours. 

Butler. I won't be forgiven, for I ſpeak ware 
here the robber comes, in cuſtody, to prove my words. 
[ Goes off, repeating] “ I'll write his dying ſpeech myſelf.” 

Amelia. Look | as I live, ſo he does They come 
_ nearer ; he's a young man, and has ſomething intereſting 
in his figure. An honeſt countenance, with grief and 
ſorrow in his face. No, he is no robber—1 pity him 
Oh! look how the keepers drag him unmercifully into 
the tower Now they lock it—Oh! how that moor un- 


-1 addy ſay it is 


| fortunate man muſt feel! 
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Anhalt. Fafede] Hardly worſe than do. 


Later the BARON. | | 


Amelia. Truns up to him.) A thouſand congratula- 
tions, my dear papa. 

Baron. For heaven's ſake ſpare your congratulations. 
The old Butler, in coming up ſtairs, has already over- 
whelmed me with them. [! 

Anhalt. Then it is true, my Lord? I could hardly ik 

believe the old man. 

Amelia. And the young priſoner with all his honeſt 
looks, is a robber ? | 
Baron. He is; but I verily believe for the firſt and 
laſt time. A moſt extraordinary event, Mr. Anhalt. | 
This young man begged ;' then drew his ſword upon 
me; but he trembled ſo, when he feized me by the 
breaſt; a child might have overpowered him. I almoſt 
wiſh be had made bis eſcape—this adventure way coſt 
him his life, and I might have preſerved it with one 4 
dollar: but, now, to fave him would fet a bad exam- 
ple. 

Amelia. Oh. no! my lord, have pity on him, plead 
for him, Mr. Anhalt! f „ 1 

Baron. Amelia, have you had any converſation with | 
Mr. Anha!t ? | 5 

Amelia. Yes, my Lord. e e 

Baron. Reſpecting matrimony ? ne ts 1 9 | 

Amelta. Ye es; and i have told him | FE | 


Aulall. {very haſtily. ] —— . to your commands, MY 
Paron Ii 
=. | Ameti, But he has conjured me- lj 
SE | Anal. ee endeavoured, my Lord, to find out 
11 7 Yet, ! am ſure, dear papa, your affection for 1 
111 me 7 | 
_— — 5 Aunbali. "You wiſh to r ſomething to me in your 
—_— _ cloſet, my Lord? * 
= | Baron. What the devil is all this 1 ? You "WM 
1 Will not let one another ſpeak. — Jon t underſtand ether. if 
cf 8 IS ES : 


Amelia. Dear father have you not mile you will 1 
not thwart my affections when I marry, * luffer „ 


85 follow their dates, 
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Baron. Certainly. 

Amelia. Do you hear, Mr. Anhalt ? 

Anhait. I beg pardon—I have a ,erfon who is wait- 
ing for me IL am obliged to retire. ¶ Exit in con Hon. 

Baron {calls after him.) 1 ſhall expect you in my clo- 
ſet. I am going there immediately. {Retiring towards 
the oppoſite door.) | 

Amelia. — my Lord, ſtop a few minutes longer; 
I have ſomething of great importance to ſay to you. 

Baron. So nothing of importance to plead for tle 
young man. I ſuppoſe ! But that's a ſubje& I mult not 
litten to. [ Exit. 

Amelia. I wiſh to plead for two young men — For one, 
that he may be let out of priſon : for the other, that he 
may be made a priſoner for life. [ook out.] The tower 
is ſtill locked. How diſmal it muſt be to be ſhut up i 
ſuch a place; and perhaps—(calls) Butler Butler! 
Come this way, I wiſh to ſpeak to you. This young ſol- 
dier has. riſked his life for his mother, and that accounts 
tor the intereſt 1 take in his misfortunes. 


Euter the BuTues: 


Pray have you carried any thing to the priſoner ts 
eat? | 

Butler. Ves. 

Amelia. What is it? 

Butl:rr. Some fine black bread ; -. and water as clear as 
cryſtal. | | | | 8 

Amelia. Are you not aſhamed ! Even my father pities 
him. Go directly down to the kitchen, and defire the 
cook to give him ſomething good and comtortable ; 
and then go into the cellar for a bottle of wine, 

| Butler, Good and comfortable indeed! 

Amelia, And carry both to the tower. 

Butler, I am willing at any time, dear Ledy, to hs 
your orders; but, on this occahon, the priſoner's food 
mult remain bread and | 5:6. is the Baron's particular 
command. | 

Amelia. Ah! My father was in the eye of paſſion EZ 
when he gave t. 

Butler. Whatſoever his paſſion might be, it is the duty 
of a true and boneſt 2 to obey his Lord's man · 
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dates. I will not ſuffer a ſervant in this houſe, nor will 
I, myſelf, give the young man any thing except hread and 
water But [1] tell you what Ill do— ll read my verſes 
to him. 

Amelia. Give me the key of the cellar—Il go my- 
{elf. 

Butler. ( gives the key.) And there's My verſes—{tating 
them from his pocket.) Carry them with you, they may 
comfort him as much as the wine. { She throws them 
down— Exit Amelia. 

Butler ¶ in amazement. Not take them refute to take 
them— [ he lifts them from the fioor with the utmoſt reſ7 et J— 


& muſt have made an elegy, 
And not this fine narration.” Exit. 


ACT IV. 


S8. ENE I. A Priſon in one of. the Towers of br 


Coftle. 
Freperuci | alone. | 


FacDERICK. 


How a few moments deftroy the happineſs of man 

When 1, this morning, tet out from my inn, and ſaw the 
fun riſe,” I ſung with joy.—Flattered with the hope of 
ſecing my mother, I formed a ſcheme how I would with 
joy ſurpriſe her. But, farewell all pleaſant proſpets—L 


return to my native country, and the firſt object I behold, 


is my dying parent; my firſt lodging, a priſon: and my 
next walk will perhaps be—oh, merciful providence ! 
have I deſerved all this? 


Enter * evith a ſmall baſket covered with a plan 


She ſheaves to ſome e one without. 


Amelia. Wait there Francis, tall ſoon be back, 


Y 
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Frederick. | hearing the door apen, and turning round ] 
Who's there? 

Amelia. You muſt be both hungry and thirdy, I fear. 

Freulerict. Oh! no; neither 

Amelia. Here is a bottle of wine and ſomething to eat. 
Places the b»jhet on the table. } I have often heard my 
father ſay, that wine is quite a cordial to the heart. 

Frederick. A thouſand thanks, dear itranger. Ah! 
could I prevail on you to have it fent to my mother, who 
13 upon her death-bed, under the roof of an hone! peaſant 
called Hubert! Take it hence, my kind bene factreſs, and 
ſave my mother. 


Amelia. But firſt allure me that you did not OE" to 


murder my father. 

Hreclerich. Vour father! heaven forbid. I. meant 
but to preſcerve her life, who gave wc mine Murder your 
father! No, no—] hope not. | 

Amelia. And I thought not—or if you had murder- 


ed any one, you had better have killed the Count; no- 


body would have miſſed him. 

Frederick. Who, may I enquire were thoſe 3 
whom 1 hoped to frighten into charity? 

Amelia. Ay, if you only intended to frighten them, 
the Count was the very perſon for your purpoſe. But you 
caught hold of the other gentleman,—And could you 
hope to intimidate Baron Wildenhaim ? 

Frederick. Baron Wildenhaim !—Almighty powers! 

Amelia. What's the matter? 
Frederick. The man to whoſe breaſt [ held my. {word 
| — trembling. 1 


Amelia. Was Baron Wüdenbaim- Abe owner of this 


eſtate my father ! 
Frederick] with the greateſt emotion. My aber 


Amelia. Good heaven, how he looks! 1 am afraid 


he's mad. Here! Francis, Erancis. [ Exit, calling. 


Frederick Call agitation. } My father ! Eternal judge ! ! 


thou do'ſt not flumber ! The man againſt whom I drew 
my {word this day was my father! One moment longer, 
and provoked, I might have been the murderer of my 


father! my hair ſtands on end! my eyes are clouded. L 


cannot ſee any thing before me. \ Sinks down on a choir, J 


EI providence had ordained that L ſhould give the fatal 
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. 0 blow, who would have been moſt in fault * ? —1 dare not 
- = pronouncew—ſ after @ pauſe. J. That benevolent young 
female who left me juſt now, is, then, my fiſter—and 1 


ſuppoſe that for, who accompanied my father 


Enter Mr. AxXuaLit:; 


Welcome, Sir! By your dreſs you are of the church, 
and conſequently a meſſenger of comfort. You are moſt 
welcon 2 Sir. 

Anha#t. I with to bring comfort and avoid upbraidings 
— for your own conſcience will reproach you more than 
the voice of a preacher. From the ſenlibility of your 
countenance, together with a language and addreſs ſupe- 
rior to the vulgar, it appears, young man, you have had 
an education, w aich ſhould have F you from a ſtate 
like this 


Frederict. My education I owe to my mother. Filial 

love, in return, has plunged me into the ſtate you ſee.— 

A civil magiſtrate will condema according to the law— 

A prieſt in judgment, is not to conſider the act itſelf, but 

the impulſe which lead to the at. 

Anhbalt. I ſhall judge with all the lenity my religion 

dictates: and you are the priſoner of a nobleman, who 
compaſſionates you for the affe&ion which you bear to- 
wards your mother ; for he has ſent to the village where 

you directed him, and has found the account you gave 4 

relating to her true. With this impreſſion in your favour, 1 
it is my advice, that you endeavour to ſee and ſupplicate 

the Baron for your releaſe from priſon, and all the peril of 
1 his juſtice. 
—_—  Frederich, [ flarting. ] II ſee the Baron! [ !—T ſup- : 
1 | plicate for my deliverance. Will you 1 me with his 
name Dl s it not Baron 

Anball. Baron Wildenhaim. 
Frederick. Baron Wildenhaim! He lived be in 
Alſace. | 

- Anhalt. The Gon —About a year after the death of 
his wife, he left Alſace; and arrived here a few weeks 

ago to take poſſeſſion of this his paternal eſtate. 


% 
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Fre; derick. So! ! his wife is dead; - and that Fenerous 
young lady who came to my priſon juſt now is his daugh- 
ter 
nhalt. Miſs Wildenhaim, his daughter. 
Frederick. And that young gentleman, I ſaw with him 
this morning, is his fon? 
Anhalt, He bas no ſon. 
Frederick [Lhaſtily J. Oh, yes, he has—[ recollefting him- 
ſeif.]1—1 mean Try that was ſhooting out to- day. 
b. He is not his ſon. | 
Frederick 0 himſelf. ] Thank Heaven! 
Anhalt. He is only a viſitor. 


Frederick. I thank you for this information ; and if 


. 
you will undertake to procure me a private interview with 
Baron Wildenhaim 
Anhalt. W hy private ? However, I will venture tx KC 
you for a ſhort time from this place, and introduce vou; 
depending on your innocence, or your r repentance on 


, 
his conviction in your favour, or r his mercy towards yenr 
guilt. Follow me. Ex; 


Frederick [ following J. I have beheld an affectionate 


parent in, deep advertity. — Why ſhoutd ] tremble thus? 


Why doubt my fortitude, in the preſence of an unnatural 


parent in proſper ty? F Exit. 


SCENE. I. 4 ' Re: G17 3/1 6 the C Mie. 
Euter AR Wilpzx nan and A At Lia. 


Baron. I I hope you judge-more favourably of Conat 


Cailel's underſtan ding fit ce the private interview you have 
had with him. Confeſs to me the exact ect of the e lor g 


conference between you. 
©. Ameiia. To make me hate him. 
Baron. What has he done? KD 5 
Amelia. Oh! told 1 me of | ſv ch barbarous deeds he has 
committed. I he pr 
Baron, What deeds ? | 
4 melia. Made vows of love to ſo many women, that, 
on his marriage with me, 2 a hundred fen male! he arts &. 1 at 


læaſt be broken. | 
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Baron. Piha! do you believe him? 

Amelia. Suppoſe 1 do not; is it to his honour that J 
believe he tells a falſhood? 

Baron. He is miſtaken merely, 

Amelia. Indeed, my Lord, in one reſpe& I am ſure he 


| ſpeaks truth. For our old Butler told my Waiting-maid 


of a poor. Young creature who has been deceived, un- 
done; and ſhe.and her whole family, involved in ſhame 
and 5 by his perfidy. | | 
Baron. Ate you ſure the Butler faid this? 
Amelia. See, him and aſk him, he knows the whole 


ſtory, indeed he does, the names of the perſons, and every 


circumſtance. 

Baron. Deſire he may be ſent to me. 

Amelia. (goes to the door and calls). Order old Verdun 
to come to the Baron directly 

Baron. I know tale bearers are apt to be erroneous.— 
IN hear from himſelf the account you ſpeak of. 

Amelia. I believe it is in verſe. 

Baron. (angry) In verſe 

Amelia. But, then, indeed it's true. 


Enter Burr. 


he” 14. Verdun, pray have you not ſome true poetry? 

Butler. All my poctry is true—and fo far, better than 
ſome people's proſe. 

Baron. I want proſe on this occaſion and command 
vou to give nothing elſe. {| Butler bows.) Have you 


heard of an engagement which Count Caſlel is under to 


any other woman than my daughter? 
Butler. I am to tell your honour in proſe ? 
Baron. Certainly. [Butler appears uneaſy and loth to 


ſpeat.] Amelia, he does not like to divulge what he 


leave the room. 
= [ Exit Amelia. 
Butler. No, no—that did not cauſe my reluctance to 


knows in preſence of a third perſon - 


ſpeak. 


Baron. What then? | 
Butler. Your not allowing me to freak i in verſe—for 


; eres is the * pocm. [ Holding 7 "Ine J:. 
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Baren. How dare you preſume to contend with my 
will? Tell in plain language all you know on the 1yut- 
ject I have named. 

Butler. Well then, my Lord, if you mult have th: 
account in quiet proſe, thus it was—Photbus, one morn- 
ing, roſe in the Eaſt, and having handed in the long 
expected day, he called up his brother Hymen— 

Baron. Have done with your rhapſody. 

Butler. Ay: I knew you'd like it beſt in verſe— 


— 


There lived a lady in this land, 
Whoſe charms the heart made tingle, 
At church ſhe had not given her 2 5 
Ad therefore flill was ſingle 


Baron. Keep to proſe. 

Butler. I will, my Lord; but I have repeated i it ſo 
often inverſe, I ſcarce know 1 — Count Caſſel, influ- 
enced by the deſigns of Cupid in his very worſt humour. 


« Court C el auoced this mal fo rare, 
And in her eye found grace ; 
And if bis pur pe was not fair, 


Baron. No verſe. 
Butler, At probably was baſe.” 


beg your pardon, my Lord; but the verſe will in- 
trude in ipite of my efforts to forget it. "Tis as difh- 
tor me at times to forget, as 'tis for other men at times 
to remember. But in plain truth, my Lord, the 
Count was treacherous, cruel, forſworn. 

Baron. I am aſtoniſhed! 

Butler. And would be more ſo if you would liſten 
to the whole poem. LA earmeftly. ] Pray, my Lord, 
liſten to it. 

Baron. You know the family ? All the parties ? 
Butler. I will bring the father of the damſel to 
prove the veracity of my muſe. His name is Baden 
Poor old man! | 9 
E 


—” An” Y' % ͤ 
| HOW 298 


2 . 
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« The fire conſents to bleſs the pair, | | 
And names the nuplual day: | | 1 
en, lo! the bridegroom was not there, 1 
Becauſe he was away.” 1 
Bare. But tell me—Had the father his daughter's 4 


inn16cence to deplore ? | 
Fuller. Ah! my Lord, ah! and you muſt hear that 


part in rhyme. Loſs of innocence never ſounds well 
except in verſe, 


« For ah ! the very night before, = 6 
No prudent guard upon her, 
T he Count he gave her oaths a ferre. 

And lost in change her honour. 


Moxa Lo 


| Then you, ks new lead fongle lives, | _ 
From this ſad tale beware , 1 

nd di nat att as You were WIVES 8 2 
Before you really are.” 


e 
* N 4 ak — 1 


* | Enter CounT CassEL. 


A Bars. ta the Butler.) Leave the room inſtantly. 

x Count. Yes, good Mr. family poet, leave the room, 
aud take your doggerels with you. | 

„ Butler. Don't affront my poem, your honour; for 
1 I am n indebted io you for the plot. 


« The Count he gave ber oaths a fog 
And tork in change ber honour. [Exit Deir: 


OBE | Baron. Chae: vou ſee me agitated. 
1 Count. What can be the cauſe ? 8 2 
Baron. [Vl not keep you in doubt a moment. You 
are accuſed, young man, of being engaged to another 
woman while you offer marriage to my child. 
Count. To only one other woman? 
Larm. What do you mean? 
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Count. My meaning is, that when a man is young 
and rich, has travelled, and is no perſonal object of 


dilapprobation, to have made vows but to one woman, 


is an abſolute flight upon che reſt of the ſex. 

Baron. Without evaſion, fir, do you know the name 
of Baden? Was there ever a promiſe of marriage made 
by you to his daughter? Antwer me plainly : or mult 


I take a journey to enquire of the father? 


Count. No he can tell you no more than, I dare ſay, 
you already know; and which I ſhall not contradict. . 
Baron. Amazing inſenſibility! And can hog hold 


your head erect while you acknowledge perfidy ? 


Count. My dear Baron—if every man who deſerves 


to have a charge ſuch as this brought againſt him, was 
not permitted to look up—it is a doubt whom we might 


not meet crawling on all fours { he accidently taps tte 
Baron's ſhoulder.) 


Baron. (11 art recollects himfe if—then in a | feultering 
voice.) Yet—nevertheleſs—the act is ſo atrocious— 


Count. But nothing new. 
Baron. ( faintly.) Yes—1 hope ! hope it is new. 


Count. What, did you never meet with ſuch a thing 


| before ? 


Baron. ( agitated. ) If I have—l pronounced the man 


who ſo offended—2 villain. 


_ Count. You are ſingularly ſcrupulous. 1 queſtion if 


| the man thought himſelf ſo. 


Baron. Yes he did. 

Count. How do you know ? 

Baron. (befitating.) I have heard him C ay ſo. 
Count. But he ate, drank and flept, | ſuppole ? 
Baron (conſuſed.) Perhaps he did. 


Count. And was merry with his friends ; aud bis 
friends as fond of him as cver? 


Baron. (can ſuſed.) Perhaps they were. 
Count. And perhaps he now and then took upon bioz 


do lecture young men tor their gall. antries? 


Baron. Perhaps he did. 


Count. Why then, after all, 8 your. e is 


a miglity good, prudent, honeft fellow ; and 1 have 


no objection to your giving me that nanic. 


CS I IEG Sh a-_— rr gmwy -— 1 R r 4 1 
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; 
3 | | Zaren. But do you not think of tome atonement io 
—_—_ ne untortunate girl ? 
| Ccunt. Did your villain atone ? 
„ garen. No: When bis reaſon was matured, he wiſli- 
Wo {| ed to make ſome recompenie z but his endeavours 
= #3 were too late. 
| : Count. I will follow his example, and wait till my 
| eulen is matured, before 1 think mytelf competent to 
q ectermine what to do. 
A | Zaren. And till that time 1 defer your marriage 
wita my daughter. | 
Count. Would you delay her happineſs ſo lon — 
| Why my dear Baton, contidering the faſhionable Life I 
lead, it may be theſe ten years belore my judgment . 
arrives to its neceſſary tandard. _ 
Baron. I have the head-ache, Count.— Theſe tidings 
have diſcompoſed, difordered me I beg your ab- 
5 tence for a few minutes. | 
= 8 Count. 1 obey—And let me aſſure yon, my Lord, | 
« that, although, from the extreme delicacy of your 
llonour, you have ever through life ſhuddered at fe- 
duction; yet, there are conſtitutions, and there are Cit = 


1 5 


— — k . * of 


1 cum lances, in which it can be palliated. 

*® : Buren. Never. [ Vidently.) | | 

2, Count. Not in a grave, ſerious, reflecting man ſuch as 
| zou, | grant. But ina gay, lively, inconfiderate, flim- 


Fi v, frivolous coxcomb, ſuch as myielf, it is excuſable: 
for me to keep my word to a woman, would be deceit: _ 
 » F320 tis not expected of me. It is in my character to break 
| | oaths in love; as it is in your nature, my Lord, never 
io have ſpoken any thing but wiſdom and truth. Jr | 


; Baron. Could I have thought a creature ſo inſigni- 
- icant as that, had power to excite ſenſations ſuch as 1 
el at pieſent? I am indeed, worſe than he is, as much 
:s the crimes of a man exceed thoſe ot an idiot. 
be * © E; wer AmMEL1A. 


Alla I heard the Count leave you, my Lad, and OA 
am __ to Enquire. mY 


- iran. ing 4, dun, as: id 5 ing 's compu tinfif.)— 


« 
3 1 
= ARTE 
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You are not to marry Count Caſſel— And now, men- 
tion his name to me no more. 

Amelia. I won't indeed I won't (or I hate 
his name.— But thank you, my dear father, for I 
good news [ draws. a chair, and ſits on the opp2/ite fide 
the table on which he lean; — After a pauſe) And w ho am 
1 to marry ? | | | 

Baron. (his head on his hand.) I can't tell. (Amelia 
appear to have en en her mind which oe wiſhes lo 
d:ſclsſe.) 

Amelia. I never liked the Count. 

Barn. No more did Il. 

Amelia. (after a pauſs.) I think love comes juit as it 
pleaſes, without being alked. 

Baron. It does fo. (in deep thought. * 

\ Amelia. (after another pauſe.) And there are inſtances 


where, perhaps, the object. of love makes the pall:c n 
meritorious. 


Baron. To be ſure there are. 


Amelia. For example: my alfeclion for Mr. Arhah, 
\ as my tutor. 


Baron. Right. 
Amelia. (after another pauſe. ) I ſhould like 20 marry. | 


(Abk. 
Baron. So you hall. (a pauſe.) It is proper for every 
4 — to marry. 
. Amelia. Why then does not Mr. Anhalt marry ? 
Baron. You mult aſk him that queſtion your rlelf. 
Amelia. I have. 
Baren. And what did he fay ? 


1 Will you on me leave to tell you what he 
laid? | 
Baron. Certainly. 
Amelia. And ns I ſaid to hits 85 
| Baron. Certainly. 
Amelia. And won't you be angry? ? 
Baron. Undoubtedly not. 
Amelia. Why, then you know you commande. me 
never, to diſguiſe or conceal che truth. 
Baron. 1 did fo. 
Amelia. Why, then he — 
Baron. What did he ſay? E 5 


— — ——— — — — 
1 . 5 . ; 
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Aurelia. He ſaid ne would not mar: y ine willow 
«Ut content tor the world. 

13.47 2 art ing from his chair. ) And Pray, hon 


dame this the e ſubſec of your conver lation? 
Anlia. (g.) I brought it up. 
Barin. And what did vou jay? | 
Amelia. 1 laid that birth and fortune were {.:ch old | 
1 falmoned things to me, I cared nothing about either- | 
| : and that I had once heard my father declare, he ſhould 
[ counfult iy happinels iu marrying me, be; ond any other 
conhderaiion. 
= ' Barc). I will once more repeat to you my ſenti- 
MA | ments. It is the cuſtom in this countiy for the chil- 
| | dren of nobility to marry only with their equals 3; but 
as my daughter's content is more dear to me than an 
ncient cultom, I would beſtow you on the firſt man I 
thought calculated to make you happy : by this I do 
not mean to fay that I ſhould not be ſeverely nice in the 
cLaracter of the man to whom I gave you; and Mr 
Anhalt, from his obligations to me, and his high ſenſe 
of honoar, thinks too nobl) 
| Amelia. Would it not be noble to make the daughter 
oi his bencfactor happy? 
Baron. But when that daughter is a child, and thinks 
like a child g- 
1 Amelia. No, indeed, PAPA, I begin to think very like | 
a woman. Aſk him it I don't. | | 
Baron. Aſk him! You feel gratitude for the inſtruc⸗ | 
tions you have received from 1 im, and you Lancy it love. 
3 Amelia. Are there too grati: tudes a 
* | | | Bearer. What do 2 me an? 
| | Amelia. Becauſe I feel gratinde to you; but that is | 
very unlike the gratitude 1 dec! towards bim. | | 
| Baron. In 204 ! ; | 6 | in 
— 5 Amelia. Les; and that he feels another gratitude to- | 
* i | wards me. WW Lat 'S th: Tas | - k 15 | | : 
Baron. Has he 102g you {o ? MY 
Amelia.” Les. | 3 | | 
Daran. That was not rig! ht of him. | OY | | | 
| Anelia. Oh! If you did but know how I ſarprize d 
A : him! YE . | | ig 
Baron, tos him! 


—— noe. — —— — — — — — — 


4 
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AV1i:{ia. He came to me by your command, to exa- 
111ine my heart reſpecting Count Caſſel. I told him 
that I would never marry the Count. 

_ Bars. But him? 
Amelia. Yes, him. 
pas aun. Very fine indeed! And what was his anſwer ? 
-:lia. He talked of my rank in life; of my aunts 
and toni; ; of my grandfather and gre: at- grandi. 1 
cher; of his duty to you; and endeavoured to perſuade 
me to think no more of him. 

Baron. He acted honeſtly. 

Amelia. But not politely. 

Baron. No matter. 

Amelia. Dear father! I ſhall never be able to love 
another Never be happy with any one elſe. { Throw- 
ing berſelf” on ber knees. } 

Baton. Riſe, I command YOu. 


Ar fbe riſes, enter Ax HALT.] ] 


Arnha!t My lord, forgive me ! I have ventured, on 
the privilege of my office, as a miniſter of holy cha- 
rity, to bring the poor ſoldier, whom your jultice has 


artelled, into the adjoining room; and 3 80 


* 


44 


entreat you will admit him to your preſence, and hea 
his apo logy, or his ſupplication. | 

Baron. "Anhalt, you have done wrong. 1 pity the 
nahappy boy; but you know I cannot, muſt not for- 
give him, 

Anbalt. I beſcech you then, my lor d, to tell him {o 
| if. From your lips he may receive. his doom 
with 1 tion. 
Amelia. Oh, father! See him and take pity on him; 
his forrows have made him frantic. 
Baron. Leave the room, Amelia. on ber attempting 
1% fprakt, h raiſes his voice. J Initantly,—{ Exit Amelia. 

Aab alt. He aſked a private audience: perhaps he has 


ſore confeſhion to make that may relieve his mind, and 


may be requiſite for you to hear. 


Buren. Well, bring him in, and do you wait in the 
adjoining room, till our conference is over. I maſt 
8 Sir, have a conference wich you. 


4ibalt, 1 ſhall ober your commands. [He goes t he 


-_” + 969 n r ad. 
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daor, and re-enters auitb Frederick. Anhalt ler retires 
ar 5 Jame door. J 

aron. | ha! ughlily to Frederick. 2 I know, y young man, 
YOu age Ft your mother's wants in excuſe for an act of 
deſperation: but powertul as this play might be in pal- 
ation of a fault, it cannot extenuate a crime Ike 


yours. 


Frederick. 1 have a plea for my conduct even more 
powerful than a mother's wants. 

Baron. What's that? 

Fredrick My father's cruelty. 

Baron. You have a father, then? 

Frederict. J have, and a rich one—Nay, one that's 


reputed virtuous and honourable. A great man, poſ- 


ſeſling eſtates and patronage in abundance; much c- 
teemed at court, and beloved dy his tenants; kind, | 
benevolent, honeſt, generoug—— _ 

Baren. And with all thoſe great qualities, abandons 
you ? 

Fred:rick. He does, with all the qualities I mention. 

Baron. Your father may do right; a diſſipated, del- 


perate youth, whom kindneſs cannot draw from vicious 
habits, ſeverity may. 


Frederick. You are miſtaken—My father does not diſ 
card me for my vices—hedoes not know me has never 
ſcen me—he abandoned me, even before I was born. 

Baron. What do you ſay ? 


Frederick. The tears of my mother are all that I in- 


herit from my father. Never has he protected or Jop- 
ported me never protected her. 


Baron. Why don't you apply to his relations ? 
Frederick. 1 hey difown me, too —I am, they ſay, re- 


lated to no one—all the world diſclaim me, except my 
. mnother—and there again, I have to thank my father. 


Baron. How fo? 
Fred. Becauſe I am an megitimate ſon. My ſeduced 


mother has brought me up in patient miſery.—Induf. 


try enabled her te give me an education; but the days 


cot my youth commenced with hardſhip, ſorrow, and 
danger. My companions lived happy round me, and 
bat A Picaſing proſpe? in their View, while bread 5 
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and water only were my food, and no hopes joined to 
ſweeten it. But my father ſelt not that ! 

Baron [te himſelf.) He touches my heart. 

Frederick. After tive years abſence from my mother, 
1 returned this very day, and ſound her dying in the 
Rreets for want Not even a hut to thelter her, or a 
pallet of traw—But my father he feels not that! He 
lives in a palace, fleeps on the ſoſteſt down, enjoys all 
the luxuries of the great; and when he dies, a funeral 
ſermon will praiſe his great benevolence, his Chriſtian 

charities. 
© Baron. [greath agitated.) What is your father's 
name? ares | 

Frederick. He took advantage of an innocent young 
woman, gained her affection by flattery and falſe pro- 
mites ; gave life to an unfortunate being, who was on 
the point of murdering his father. 

Baren. | ſhudd:ring.) Who is he? 

Fredcrick. Baron Wildenhaim. | 

{ The Baron's emotions expreſſes the ſenſe of amaze 
ment, guilt, ſhame, and horror. 

Frezerick. In this houſe did you rob my mother of 
her honour : and in this houſe I am a ſacrifice for the 
crime. I am your priſoner—T will not be free I am 
2 robber—I give myſelf up. Tou /i all deliver me into 
the hands of juſtice—You thall accompany me to the 
ſpot of public execution. You ſhall hear in vaia the 
chaplain's conſolation and injunctions. You ſhall find 
how I, in deſpair, will, to the laſt moment, call for 
rettibution on my father. 

Baron. Stop! Be pacified— 

Frederick. And when you turn your head from my 
extended corſe, you will behold my weeping mother— 
Need I paint how her eyes will greet you? 

Baron, Deſiſl—parbarian, rage, * 


Enter Anhalt alarmed. 


Antalt. What os Thear 2 What is this ? | Young 
5 man, I hope you nave not made a ſecond attempt. | 
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Frederick. Ves; I have done what it was your place 
to do, I have made a ſinner tremble. 
(points ta the Baron, and exit. 
L © What can this mean ?—1 do not compre- 
end 
Baron. He is my ſon !—He is my ſon ?—Go, Anhalt 
—adviſe me—help me—— Go to the poor woman, his 
mother—He can ſhew you the way—make halte— 
ſpeed to protect her 
Aubalt. But what am I to 
Barn. Go Your heart will tell you how to act. 
(Exit Anhalt.) (Baron diſtraGedly.) Who am I? What 
am I ? Mad—raving—no—1I have a ſon—A ſon! The 
braveſt—l will—I muſt—oh ! (with tenderneſs.) Why 
have I notembraced him yet? (increaſing hit voice,) why 
not preſſed him to my heart? Ah! ſee - (holing after 
bim) He flies from the caſtle Who's there? Where 
are my attendants? (Enter taus ſervants.) Follow him 
bring the priſoner back. But obſerve my command 
—treat him with reſpet—treat him as my ſon—and 
your maſter, | WE 


A C T V. 
SCENE * Trade of the Cettage (ar in A 71. ) 
AcaTiHa, en and his Wars diſcovered. 


| Acarra, 


RAY look and ke if he is coming. | 
Cottager. It is of no uſe. I have been in the 
road; have looked up and down; but neithec ſee nor 
hear any thing of him. | 
9.5 Have a little patience. 
_  Mgatha. I wiſh you would ſtep out once more—L 
_ . he cannot be far . 
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Cottager. I will; 1 will go. ( Exit. 

Wife. If your ſon knew what heaven had ſent you, 
he would be here very ſoon- 

Agatha. I feel fo anxious 

Wife. But why? I ſhould think a purſe of gold, 
ſuch as you have received, would make any body eaſy. 

Agatha. Where can he be fo long? He has been 
gone four hours. Some ill muſt have befallen him. 

Wife. It is ſtill broad day-light—don't think of any 
danger.—This 3 muſt all be merry. ll pre- 
pare the ſupper at a good gentleman our Baron 
muſt be. I am ſorry I ever ſpoke a word againſt him. 

Hatha. How did he know I was here? 

Wife. Heaven only can tell. The ſervant that 
brought the money was very ſecret. 

Agatha. [to herſelf} I am aſtoniſhed ! T wonder ! 


Oh ! ſurely he has been informed—Why elſe E he 
have ſent ſo much money? 


Re-enter 3 


Agatha. Well not yet ! 
Cottager. I might look till I am blind for him; but 
I ſaw our new Rector coming along the road ; he call; 
in ſoinetimes. May be, he will this evening. 
Vi. He is a very good gentleman ; pays great at- 
' tention to his pariſhioners; and where he can aſſiſt the 
poor, he is . ready. 


Enter Mr. Homer, 


An ball. Good evening, friends. 

Bath. Thank you, reverend Sir. 
[ cbey both run to felch bim a chair. 
Anbalt. I thank you, good people—I ſee you have 
a ſtranger here. a 

Cottager. Ves, your Reverence; it is a poor ſick 
woman, whom 1 took in doors. 

Anhalt. You will be rewarded for it. [to Agatha. ] 
May I beg leave to aſk your name? | 

Agatha. Ah! it We were mace 
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Anbalt. Good neighbours, wll you leave us alone 
for a few minutes? 1 have ſomething to ſay to this 
poor woman. | 

Cottager. Wife, do you hear? Come along with 
— [Exeurt Cottager and bit Wife. 
Anhalt. Now 

Agatha. Before I tell you who I am, what I am, 
and what I 8 mult beg to aſk Are you of 
his country? 

Anbalt. No—lI was born in Alſace. 

Agatha. Did you know the late rector perſonally, 
whom you have ſucceeded ? 

Anhalt. No. 

Agatha. Then you are not acquainted with my nar- 
rative. 

Anbalt. Should L find you to be the perſon whom I 
have long been in ſearch of, your hiltory is not altoge- 
ther unknown to me. 

Agatba. That you have been in ſearch of! Who 
gave you ſuch a commiſſion? 


Anhalt. A man, who, if it ſo prove, is much con- 


cerned for your misfortunes. 

Agatha. How ? Oh, Sit? tell me quickly—Whom 
do you think ro find in me ? 

Anhalt. Agatha Friburg. 

Agatha. Yes, I am that unfortunate woman ; and 
the man who pretends to take concern in my misfor-' 
tunes is Baron Wildenhaim he who betrayed 


me, abandoned me and my child, and killed my parents, 


He would now repair our ſufferings with this purſe 
of gold. [Takes out the purſe.) Whatever may be your 


_ errand, Sir, whether to humble or to protect me, it is 


alike indifferent- I therefore requeſt you to take this 


money to him who ſent it. Tell him my honour has 
never been ſalcable. Tell him, deſtitute as I am, even 


indigence will not tempt me to accept charity from my 
ſeducer.—He deſpiſed my heart—l deſpiſe his gold 


He has trampled on mel trample on his repreſenta- 
tive. | 


[Throws the purſe on the ground. ] 
Anbalt. Be patient I give you my word, that when 
the Baron ent this * to an unſortuna: te woman, for 


1 
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whom her ſon had ſupplicated, he did not know that wo- 
man was Agatha. 

Agatha. My fon? what of my fon? _ 

Anhalt. Do not be alarmed—The Baron met with an 
affectionate ſon, who begged for his ſiek mother, and it 
affected him. 

Agatha, Begged of the Baron! of his father! © 

Aznhalt. Ves; but they did not know each other; and 


the mother received the preſent on the ſon's account. 


Agatha. Did not know each other? Where i is my ſon? 


Anhali. At the Caitle. 
Agatha. And ſtill unknown? 


Anhalt. Now he is known—an explanation has taken 


place;—and I am ſent here by the Baron, not to a ſtran- 
ger, but to Agatha Friburg—not with gold! his com- 
miſſion was do what your heart directs you.“ 

Agatha. How is my Frederick? How did the Baron 
receive him ? 

Anball. I left him juit in the moment the diſcorery 
was made. By this time your fon is, Paps, in the 
arms. of his father. 


Agatha. Oh! is it poſſible that a man, who has been 


twenty years deaf to the voice of natures ſhould change 
ſo ſudd enly! ? 

Anhalt. I do not mean to juſtify the Baron, but—he 
has loved you——and fear of his noble kindred alone 


cauſed his breach of faith to you. 

Agatha. But to deſert me wholly and wed another 
| 2 War called him away Wounded in the field, 
he was taken to the adjacent ſeat of a nobleman, 3 | 
only daughter, by anxious attention to his recovery, won 
his gratitude; and, influenced by the will of his worldly | 
friends, he married. But no ſooner was I received into 
the family, and admitted to his confidence than he rela- 
ted to me your tory; and at times would exclaim in an- 
„The proud imperious Baroneſs avenges the 


wrongs of my deſerted Agatha.” Again, when he pre- 
ſented me this living, and I left France to take poſſeſſion 
of it, his lat. words before we parted, were“ The mo- 


_ ment, vou arrive at Wildenhaim, make all enquiries to 
find out my poor Agatha.” Every letter I afterwards 
received from him conturned 6 Srall x no tidings 3 
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my Agatha.” And fate ordained it ſhould be fo, till this 
fortunate day. 
Agatha. What you have ſaid has made my heart ovex- 

dow here will this end? 

Anhalt. I know not yet the Baron's intentions: but 

ur ſufferings demand immediate remedy: and one way 
only is left—Cometwith me to the caſtle. Do not ſtart 
— you ſhall be coneealed in my apartments till you are 
called for. 

Agatha. I go to the Baron's?—No. 

Anhalt. Go for the fake of your ſon—refledt, that his 
fortunes may depend upon your preſence. | 

Agatha. And he is the only branch on which my * 


wrongs as a woman, if the Baron will atone to the mo- 
ther — he ſhall have the woman's pardon, if he will merit 
the mother's thanks—[ after a firuggſe]—I will go to 
the caftle—for the ſake of my Frederick, go even to his 


L may take leave, and thank them for their kindneſs? 
Anbalt. (taking up the purſe which Agatha had thrown 
down. Here, good friend! Good woman ! 


Enter the 88 and his Wir E. 


IWife. Yes, yes, here am J. 
Anhalt. Good people, I will take your gueſt with me. 


ior your trouble. {| He offers the parſe to the "wage, 
Tubs puts it by, and turns away. ] 
Anhalt. (to the Wife.) Do you take it. 
Wife. I always obey my paſtor. (taking it.) 
Agatha. Good bye, ( ſbaling hands with the Cettagers ) 
For your hoſpitality to me, may Fe enjoy continued hap- 
pineſs. 
5 Coltager. Fare you 8 you well. 


wa 


=; fick or be in poverty, we ſhall take it very unkind if we 
of ; don't fee you. af 


and bis Wile on the r. 1]. 


ſtill bloſſoms: the reſt are withered. —-I will forget my 


father. But where are my good hoſt and hoſteſs, that 


Lou have acted an honeſt part, and therefore receive this 


Wife. If you find friends and get health, we won't 
trouble you to call on us again: but if you ſhould fall 


"28 xeunt Agatha and Anhalt on one 5 te, Cottager | 
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SCENE ve A room in the Caſtle. 


BazoN ating » upon a ſopha. bannen landing | 


near him, with one hand preſſed between _ 


the Bazon riſer. 


Baron. Been in battle too! I am glad to hear it. — 
You have known hard fervices, but now they are over, 
and joy and happineſs will ſucceed. —The reproach of 
your birth ſhall be removed, for I will 1 you 
my ſon, and heir to my eſtate. 
Frederick. And my mother 
Baron. She ſhall live in peace and alfluence. Do you 
think I would leave your mother unprovided, unprotect- 
ed? No! About a mile from this caſtle I have an eſtate 
called Weldendorf—there ſhe ſhall live, and call her own 
whatever it produces. There ſhe ſhall live and reign, and 
be ſole miſtreſs of the little paradiſe. There her paſt ſuf- 
 ferings ſhall be changed to peace and tranquillity. On a 
ſummer's morning, we, my fon, will ride to viſit her; 
paſs a day, a week with her: and in this ſocial intercouſe 
time will glide pleaſantly. 
Frederick. And pray, my Lord—under what n name is 
my mother to live then? 
Baron. 105 ) How? 
Frederic. In what capacity — your domeſtic— 
or US— | 
Baron. That we 12 ſettle Fe a OY 
Frederick. Will you allow me, Sir, to leave the room a 
little while, that you may have leiſure to conſider not? 
Baron. I do not know how to explain myſelf in . 
to your mother more than I have done already. 
Frederick. My fate, whatever it may be, hall never 
part me from her. This is my firm reſolution, upon 
which I call Heaven to witneſs! My Lord, it muſt be 
Frederick of Wildenhaim, and Agatha of Wildenhaim 


Dor Agatha Friburg, and Frederick Friburg. [ZExit. 
Baron. Young man! Frederick (calling after him) 
Haſty indeed! would make conditions with his father. | 


* no, chat muſt not be. I Job now. ä well 
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I had arranged my plans.—had relieved my heart of 
every burden, when, a fecond time, he throws a moun- 
tain upon it. Stop, friend conſcience, why do you take 
his part For twenty years thus you have 1100 me, and 
been my torture. 


— | Enter Mr. Axuarr. 


Ah! Anhalt, I am glad you are come. My conſci- 
ence and myſelf are at variance. | 

Anball. Your conſcience is in the right. 

Baron. You don't know yet what the quarrels, 

Anhalt. Conſcience 18 always right—becauſe it never 
ſpeaks unleſs it ig ſo. 

Baron. Ay, a man of your order can more ably at- 
tend to its whiſpers, than an old warrior. The ſound of 
cannon has made him hard of hearing I have found my 
ſon again, Mr. Anhalt, a fine, brave young man I mean 

to make him my heir Am I in the right? 

Anhal:. Perfe&ly. | 

Baron. And his mother ſhall Hoe in happineſs—My 
eſtate, Weldendorf, ſhall be hers—I'll give it her, and 
the ſhall make it her reſidence. Don't I do right? 

Anhalt. No. 

Baron.  furprized.) No? And what elſe ſhould I do? 

Anhalt. (forcibly.) Marry her. 

Baron. (flarting.) 1 marry her! 
 Anhalt. Baron Wildenhaim is a man who . not act 
 inconſiſtently.—As this is my opinion, I expect your rea- 

ſons, if you do not. 

Baron. Would you have me marry a beggar? 

Anhalt, [after a puuſc.] Is that your only objection ? 

Daros. | confuſed. ] I have more—many more. 
| Anhalt. May I beg to know them — 

Baron. My birt!! 

 Anhalt, Go on. 
Baron. My relations would aefpie me. 
| Anhalt. Go on. 


Baron. Cin anger. 'Sdeath! are not *. reaſons 


5 enough?—I know no other. 


Anball. Now, then, it is my turn to ſtate mine for the 
advice I have given you. But firſt, I preſume to aſk a 
few W Agatha, —— artful — 
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gain your affection? or did ſhe give you cauſe to ſuppoſe 


her inconſtant? 

Baron. Neither —but for me, ſhe was always virtuous 
and good. 

Anhalt. Did it coſt you trouble and earneſt entreaty 
to make ker otherwiſe ? 

Baron. \ angrily. Yes. 

Anhalt. You pledged your honour ? 

Baron, [ confuſed. | Yes. 

Anhalt. Called God to witneſs ? 

Baron. ¶ more confuſed. ] Yes. 

Anhalt. The witneſs you called at that time was the 
Being who. ſees you now. What you gave in pledge 


was your .honour, which you muſt redeem. Therefore 


thank Heaven that it is in your pocver to redeem it. By 


marrying Agatha the ranſom's made: and ſhe brings a 


dower greater than any princeſs can beſtow—peace to 
your conſcience. If you then eſteem the value of this 


portion, you will not heſitate a moment to exclaim. 


Friends, wiſh me joy, I will marry * 2 
Baron, in great agitation walks backwards and for- 
wards, then takes Anhalt by the Hand.] 


| Baron, . Friend, wiſh me joy—I will nary Agatha.” 


 Anhalt. I do wiſh you joy. 
Baron. Where is ſhe? 


- Anhalt. In the caitte—in my apartments "SIE" con- 
ducted her through the garden, to avoid curioſity. 


Baron. Well, then, this is the wedding-day. This 


very evening you ſhall give us your bleſſing. 1 
' Anhalt. Not ſo ſoon, not ſo private. The whole village 


was witneſs of Agatha's ſhame—the whole v muſt _ 

be witneſs of Agathe's re-eſtabliſhed an. Do you 

conſent to this ? Wo PART 
Baron. I do. 


Anhalt. Now the quane | is decided. "Wa i is your 
conſcience quiet. 


Baron. As quiet as un ipfant's. L caly with the firſt 


interview was Over. 


An hall. Compoſe yourſelf, Agatha's heart is to be 


your judge. . 5 
Enter AMELIM.. 
Baron. Om you hare a brothes. - 
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Amelia. L have juſt heard ſo, my Lord; and rejoice to 


find the news confirmed by you. 

Baron. I know, my dear Amelia, I can repay you for 
the loſs of Count Caſſel; but what return can I make to 
you for the loſs of half your fortnne ? 

Amelia. My brother's love will be ample recompenſe. 

Baron. I will reward you better. Mr. Anhalt, the bat- 
tle I have juſt fought, I owe to myſelf; the victory I have 
gained, I owe to you. A man of your prineiples, at once a 
teacher and an example of virtue, exalts his rank in life 
to a level with the nobleſt famuly—and 1 ſhall be prong to 
receive you as my ſon. 

Anball. | falling on his Incer, and tak: ing the Baron' 3 
and.] My Lord, you overwhelm me with confuſion, 
as well as with joy. f 

Baron. My obligations to you are inßnite Amelia 
ſhall pay the debt. [ Gives her to him. } 

Amelia. Oh, my dear father! [embracing the Baron] 
what bleſſings have you beſtowed on me in one day. Cre 
Anhalt.] I will be your ſcholar ſtill, and uſe more dib- 
gence than ever to pleaſe my — 

Anhalt. His preſent happinefs admits of no addition. 
Baron. Nor does mine And yet there is another 
taſk to perform that will require more fortitude, 
more courage, than this has done! A trial that !—{burfts 
into tears] — I cannot prevent theni—Let me let me — A 

few minutes will bring me to myſelf Where is Agatha? 
Anball. I will go and fetch her. [ Exit Anhalt at an 
| upper entrance] 
Baron Stop! Let me firſt recover a little. [Walls TY 
and down, Ag bing bitterly—looks at the door through which 
Anhalt Jef the room.] That door ſhe will come from— 
That was once the dreſſing- room of my mother From 
that door I have ſeen her come many times—have been 
: hted with her lovely ſmiles—How fhall I now be- 
— her altered looks? Frederick muſt be my mediator. 
Where is he? Where is my ſon?—Now I am ready— 
my heart is prepared t. to receive her——Haſte! haſte! 
Bring her in. 
[He hoks fleadfaſily at t the ee hh on Aga- 
tha The Baron runs and claſps her in his arms—Support- 
ed by him, ſhe finds on @ chair which Amelia places in the 
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8 of the flage—The Baron Ineelt Ly her fide, bolding 
er hand. 

Baron. Agatha, Agatha, & you know this voice? 

Agatha. Wildenhaim. 

Baron. Can you forgive me? 

Agatha. I forgive you. [embracing him.] 

Frederick. [as he enters. ] I hear the voice of my mo- 
ther! —Hia! mother! father. 

[Frederick brows himſelf on his Inees by the other fide 
of his mother—She claſp hin in her arm. Amelia is 
Placeil on the fide of her father attentively viewing Agatha 
Anhalt andi on the fide of Frederick with his hand; 
gratefully raiſed to Heaven. ]—T he curtain ſlowly drops. 


K FI LOG UE. 
WrrTEx BY THOMAS PALMER, Es or Tux TexeLe. 

SPOKEN BY MR. MUNDEN. 
Oo Un Drama now ended, I'll take up your time 


uit a moment or two in defence of my riime— | 
+ * 'Tho' 1 hope that among you are forme who admir'd 
* What l've hitherto ſaid, dare 1 hope none are tir'd? 
But whether ye have, or have not heard enough, 
Or whether nice critics will think it all tuff, 
To myle If bine has ever appear'd, I muſt own, 
In its nature a ſort of pbiloſypher” s fone ; 
And u Chymiſts would uſe it, they'd not make a potker, 
And puzzle their brains to find out any other.“ | 
Indeed tis moſt ſtrange and ſurprizing to me 
That all folks in rhizzing their int'reſt cant ſee ; 
For I'm ſure if its uſe were quite common with men, 
The world would roll on juſt as pleaſant again. 
Is ſaid, that while Ozenzvs was ſtriking his lyre, 
4% Trees and Brutes danced along to the found of the wire; 
« That Azyr10N to walls foon converted the g':bes, 
« And they roſe, as he ſung, don city calld Thebes ; _ 
Wh Ll ſuppoſe. they were Butlcrs (* ke me) ot that time, 
Aud the tale ſhows our fires knew the wonders of rhime.” 
From tune inmemorial, your lovers, we find, 


N W hen the ir miſtrelſcs' hearts have you PR and unkind, 


© Te de lites « between iur. ried commas are not, [EY . 


EPILOGUE, 


Hzve reſorted to ine; and indeed it appears 

That a rbime would do more than a bucket of tears, 

Of love, from experience, I ſpeak—odds my life 

I ſhall never forget how I courted my wife: ; 

She had offers in plenty; but always ſtood neuter, 
"Till I, with my pen, ſtarted forth as a ſuitor ; 

Yet I made no mean preſent of ribband or beninet, 

* preſent was caught from the ſtars——'twas a ſonnet, 

And now you know this, ſure *tis needleſs to ſay, 

«© 'That proſe was neglected, and Ji won the day— 

* But its potent effects you as well may diſcover 

« In the 4 buſh and and wife „as in miftr:ſs and over ; 

There are ſome of ye here, who, like me, I conject ure, 


* Have been lull'd into ſleep by a good curtain lecture, 


* But that's a mere trifle ; you'll ne'er come to biows, 

* If you'll only avoid that dull enemy proſe. 

* Adopt, then, my plan, and the very next time, 
That in words you fall out, let them fall into rhime ; 
Thus your ſharpeſt diſputes will conclude very ſoon, 
« And from jungling to jingling you'll chime into - u 
« If my wife were to call me a 2 old {ct ? 


I ſhould merely juſt aſk her, what butler is not? 
And bid her take care that ſhe don't go to pot. 5 


So our ſquabbles continue a very ſhort ſeaſon, 
* If ſhe yields to my_rbi-e—1 allow ſhe has teaſon. 


Independent of this, I conceive rhime has weight 


In the higher employments of church and of ſtate, 
And would in my mind ſuch advantages draw, 

"Tis a pity that rhime is not ſanctioned by law; 
For twoud really be ſerving us all to impoſe 
A capital fine on the man who ſpoke proſe.” 
Mark the pleader who clacks, in his clicut's behalf, 
His technical ſtuff for three hours and a half; 
Or tlic fellow who tells you a long ſtupid ſtory, 


And over and over the ſame lays before ye; 


Or the member who raves till the whole houſe are doſing ; 


What d'ye ſay of ſuch men? Why, you ſay they arc proung- | 


So, of courſe, then, if poſe is ſo tedious a crime. 


It of conſequence follows, there's virtue in lime, 


The beſt piece of proſe that I've heard a long while, 
Is what Nelſon has ſept from Tue Wr 

and had he but told us the ſtory in iu 

What. a thiug 'twou'd be; ; but, perhaps, Ke 'd no time, 
So, PI do it myſelf —Oh'! tis gloricus news. 

Nine fail of the line! Juit a hip for cach Muſe. 


As I hve, there's an end of t the French and their Navy— 


Sir John Warren has fe t ihe Breſt flect to Old Davy. 
'Tis iu the Gazette, dad that, very one, knows 


, 


Is Jure to be truth, * tis written a 
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